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PROLOGUE, flea by Mr. Hart 


Oets like CudgeFd Bulys , never tho 
At firſt, or ſecond blow , ſubmit toyon 3 
But will provoke you ſtill, and ne're have done; . 

Till you are weary firſt, with laying.on : 
The late ſo bafled Scribler of this day, 
Though he flands trembling , bids me boldly ſay, 
What we , before moſt Playes are us'd to do , 
For Poets out of fear , firſt draw on you's” 
In a fierce Prologue , the ſtill Pit defie , 
And ere you. ſpeak, like Caſtril, give the le - 
But though” our Bayes Batles oft I've fought , 
And with bruis'd kmnmeckles , their dear Conqueits bought s : 
Nay, never yet fear'd Odds pon the Stage, _ 
In Prologue dare not Hetfor with the Age; 
But wou'd take Quarter from your ſaving hands , . 
Though Bayſe within all. yielding Conntermands , 
Says you Confed rate Wits no Quarter give , 
Ther'fore his-Play ſhar't ask your leave tolive © - 
Well, let the vain raſh Fop , by buffing ſo , 
Think to obtain the better terms of you 3 - 
But we the AGors humbly will ſubmit , 
Now, - and'at any time, to a full Pit ; 
Nay, often we anticipate your rage , 
And murder Poets. for you, on our Stage : 
We ſet no Guards wpon our Tyring-Roont , 
But when with fixing Colanrs, there you come , 
We patiently you ſee , give up to you , 
Our. Poets , Virgins, nay our Majrons-to8,- 
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M' Horner, M- Hart: 

M* Harcourt, M* Kenafton. 
M-*- Dorilant, M* Lydal. 
M- Panchwife, __M* Mobun, 
M- Sparkiſh, M* Haywes. 


vir Zaſpar Fidget, M* Cartwright. 
M*: Margery Pinchwife, M* Boxptel. 

M*= Alithea, MF James, 
My Lady Fidget, MF Knep. 
M* Dainty Frdget, M* Corbet. 
M* Squeamiſh. M= WWyarr. 
Old Lady Squeamiſh. M* Rutter. 


W aiters, Servants, aud Attendants. 

A Boy. 

A Quack, ME Schotterel. 
Lucy, Alithea's Maid, M* Cory. 
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Country - Wite. 


ACT a SCENS 


Enter Horner , and Quack following him at a diitance. 


Quack is as fit for a Pimp, as a Midwife for 
a Bawd ; they areſtill but in their way,both 
helpers of Nature.— [ape.] Well, 
my dear DoGQor, haſt thou done what I 
deſired. 

29x. T have undone you for ever with the Women , and 
reported you throughout the whole Town as bad asan Ex- 
zuch, with as much trouble as if I had made you one in 
earneſt, 

Hor. But have you told all the Midwives you know, the 
Orange Wenches at the Playhouſes, the City Husbands, and 
old Fumbling Keepers of this end of the Town , for they'l be 
the readieſt to report it. 

2s. I have told all the Chamber-maids, Waiting women, 
Tyre women , and Old women of my acquaintance 3 nay, 
and whiſper'd it as a ſecret to'em, and tothe Whiſperers of 
Whitehal; (o that you need not doubt 'twill ſpread, and you 
will be as odious tothe handſome young Women, as 

Hor, Asthe ſmall Pox, Well 
| B 2. 


Hor. 


2 The Conntry-Wife. 
9x. And tothe married Women of this end of the Tows, 


Hor. As the great ones; nay, as their own Husbands, 

2x. And to the City Dames as Annis-ſeed Robix of filthy 
and contemptible memory z and they will frighten their Chil- 
dren with your name, eſpecially their Females.” 

Hor. And cry Horner's coming to carry you away : I am on- 
ly afraid 'twill not be believ'd 3 you told'em 'twas by an Ez- 
gliſþ-French diſaſter , and an Erxgliſh-French Chirurgeon, who 
has given meat once, not only a Cure, but an Antidote for the 
future, againſt that damn'd malady, and that worſe diſtemper, 
love, and all other Womens evils. 

2». Your late journey into France has made it the more 
credible , and your being here a fortnight before you ap- 
pear'd in publick , looks as if you apprehended the ſhame , 
which I wonder you do not: Well I have been hired by 
young Gallants to bely'em t'other way 3 but you are the fir(t 
wou'd be thought a Man unfit for Women. 

Hor, Dear Mr. Do&or,let vain Rogues be contented only to 
be thought abler Men than they are, generally 'tis all the 
pleaſure they have, but mine lyes another way. 

2x. You take, methinks, a very prepoſterous way to it, 
and as ridiculous as if we Operators in Phylick , ſhou'd put | 
forth Bills to diſparage our Medicaments, with hopes to gain 
Cuſtomers. | 

Hor. Dodtor, there are Quacks in love, as well as Phylick, 
who get but the fewer and worſe Patients, for their boaſting; 
a good name is ſc}dom got by giving it ones felf, and Women 
no more than honour are compals'd by bragging : Come, come 
Door , the wiſeſt Lawyer never diſcovers the merits of his 
cauſe till the tryal ; the wealthieſt Man conceals his riches, 
and the cunning Gamſter his play 3 Shy Husbands and Keep- 
ers like old Rooks are not to be cheated, but by a newun- 
pratis'd trick; falſe friendſhip will paſs now no more than 
falſe dice upon'em , no, not 1n the City. 

Enter Boy. 


Foy. There are two Ladies and a Gentleman coming up, 
Hor. 


4 co me Sir,” for not 
out of France Sir; 
en my good fortune Sirz and 


Sr. Jaſ. My Lady, and Siſter, Sir. —Wife, this is Maſter 


La. Fid. Maſter Horner, Husband / 

Sr. Jaſ. My Lady, my Lady Fidget, Sir. 

Sr. af Woe you be ed with her Sir? 

Sr. Jaſ. Won't you be acquainted with her 
[So the report is true, I find by his coldneſs or averſion to 
the Sex 3 but I'll play the wag with him. [Alde.) 
Pray ſalute my Wite, my "0 Sir, 

Hor. I will kiſs no Mans Wite, Sir, for him, Sir I have taken 
my eternal leave, Sir , of the Sex already, Sir. 

Sr. Jaſ. Bah, hah, hah 3 I'll plague him yet. [aftde.] 
Not know my Wife, Sir ? 

Hor. I do know your Wite, Sir , ſhe's a Woman, Sir, and 
conſequently a Monſter, Sir , a greater Monſter than a Hus- 
band, Sir. 

Sr. Jaſ. A Husband; how, Sir ? 

Hor, So, Sir 3 but I make no more Cuckholds, Sir. 

[ makes horns. 

Sr. Jaſ. Hah, hah, hah , Mercury, Afercury. 

La. Fid. Pray, Sir Jaſpar, let us be gone from this rude 
fellow. 

Mrs. Daint, Who, by his breeding, wou'd think , he had 
ever been in France £ 

La. Fid. Foh, he's but too much a French fellow , ſuch as 
hate Women of quality and virtue, for their love to their 
; B 2 Hus« 
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y 0HOQOU i ry apt 
Hor. cou'd. | w. | "> 
Lad. Fid. How d'y mean, Sir? 5” 
Sr. Jaſ. Hah, hab, hah, no he can't wrong your Ladyſhips 
honour, upon my honour; he poor Man—.—hark you ia your 
ear——a meer Eunuch. 
Lad, O filthy French Beaſt, foh, foh 3 why do we ſtay ? 
let's be-gone; I-can't endure the ſight of him. 
Sr. Jaſ. Stay, but till the Chairs come, they'l be here pre- 
ſently. | 
Lad. No, no. S996» >< b AT 2, 
Sr. To Nor can I ſtay longer; *tis — -let me ſee, a quar- 
ter and a half quarter of a minute paſt eleven; the Council 
will be fate, I muſt away : bulineſs muſt be preferr'd always 
before : a and Ceremony with the wiſe Mr. Horzer. 
" *Hor: And the Impotent Sir Jaſper. 


bee Jole Ay, ay, the impotent Maſter Hoyer, hah, hay: 

X £4d.* Wha leave us with a filthy Man alone in his ladgings? 

—$::34{-. He's an innocent Man now, you know ; pray {t8y, 
the Chyires to 70. —Mr, Horner your Servant,,./ 
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The Fe uma T/ 
my houſe z pray, comeanddine 
with my Wi after dinner, - you 
at- game 3: yet hah, ha- 19:26 
ce to - provide innacent divetſiog 
unlawful pleaſures; and he had. 


oy ber he her cwopioy; her ſelf...  {4ſides, 
” » [Exit Sir Jatp 
apeSr. Iehiur. | 


> La '1 Toll ſtay, with him, foh—- — 
Te of Wd [ beſeech you ſtay, if it be but to ſee; 
tbe Fe 
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to.Ladies yet, as they wou'd defire., ._ ||; 

{5ia3Lad. No;,no,.foh, you cannot be civil to Ladits,c : * 

"F*8# Deir. You ascivil as Ladies wou'd delire, + © .! +, 4 
"2 Load No, nog no,-fohgfoh, foh. 

Þ$ 1 m1 44 41 [Exennt LadieFid. and. Dainty, 

Now Ibinks, F, gr-you your (elf; rather, hate a_ 


F IC, 4) ov 
As Yon't you' ſte -akendy by 
5 tt grave Man of dofioel eaves his 


| I710ps, invites me to his houſe and wife, who 
Þ> before mou'd not be acquainted with me out of jealouſy. 


2s. Naw founanone 9.9 may be the more acquainted 
with the Husbands; bur the leſs viel the Wives. + - 

Hor. Let mealonz, if F can but abuſe the Husbands,: Þ11 
ſoon diſabuſe the Wives: Stay 1 reckon you np the ad- 
vantages, I am like to have by my Stratagem : Firſt} ſhglb 
be rid of all my old Acquaintances , the moſt iofatiable ſorts 
of Duns, that invade our Lodgings in a morning :. And next} 
to the pleaſure of making a New Miſtrifs,. is that: of being! uf 
rid ofan old One, and of all old Debts z Love when it comes, * 


"7 Pwatd> 


to. be. ſo, is paid the moſt unwillingly.. 4»: 
£». Well, you:may. be ſo. rid of your-old Acquaintancery 
but how will you get any new Ones? * 


Hor. DoQtor, thou wilt never make a, good Chymiſt, hal 
art ſo incredulous:and tmpatient ; ask but all the.yc 16 þ 
lows -of the Town, if they. do not looſe moretime = þ 
men, 11n _{tarting: the game, than in running 3t Ko 
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6 The Coumry-Wife. 

knows not - ov gs who mY _ not ome 
of Quality are ſocivil, you can iſtinguiſh loye fron 
good hens and a Man is often miſtaken; but now I can 
be ſure , ſhe that ſhews an averſion to me loves the ſport, 
as thoſe Women that are gone, whom I warrant-to be right: 
And then the next thing, is your Women of Honour, as you 
call'em, are only cbary of their reputations , not their-Per- 
ſons, and *tis ſcandal they wou'd avoid, not Men: Now may 
I have, by the reputation of an Eunuch, the Priviledges of 
One; and be ſeen in a Ladies Chamber, in a morning as 
early as her Husband ; kiſs Virgins before their Parents, or 
Loversz and may be in ſhort the Pas par tout of the Town. 
Now Doctor. 

94x. Nay, now you ſhall be the Doftorz and your Proceſs 
is ſo new , that we do not know but it may ſucceed, _ 

Hor, Not ſo new neither, Probatum eff Door. 

94, Well, I wiſh you luck and many Patients whil't T po 
to mine. (Exit. Quad 

Enter Harcourt, and Dorilant to Horner. _ 

Har, Come,-your appearance at the Play yeſterday , has 
I hope hardned you for the future againſt the Womens con- 
tempt, and the Mens raillery 3 and now you'l abroad as you 
were wont. 

Hor, Did I not bear it bravely ? 

Dor. With a moſt Theatrical. impudence 3 nay more than 
the Orange-wenches ſhew there, or a drunken vizard Mask, 
or a great belly'd Actreſs; nay , or the moſt impudent of 
Creatures,an ill Poet; or what is yet more impudent, a fecond- 
hand Critick. | 

Hor, But what fay the Ladies, have they no pitty? 

Har. What Ladies? the vizard Maſques you know never 
pitty a Man when all's gone, though 1n their Service. 

Dor. And for the Women in the boxes, you'd never pitty 
them, when 'twas in your power. 

Har. They fay *tis pitty, but all that deal with common 
Women ſhou'd be ſerv'd fo. 

Dor. Nay, I dare ſwear, they won't admit you to play 

ards 


The Country-IWihfe. 7 
Cards with them , go to Plays with'em, ordo the. little du- 
ties which other Shadows of men, are wont to do for'em. 
Hor. Whodo you call Shadows of Men ? 
Dor. Half Men. 


Hor. What Boyes ? 
Dor. Ay your old Boyes,old beaux Garcons, who like ſuper. 


annuated Stallions are ſuffer'd to run, feed, and whinney with 
the Mares as long as they live, though they can donothing elſe. 

Hor. Well a Poxon love and wenching, Women ſerve but 
to keep a Man from better Company; though I can't enjoy 
them , I ſhall you the more : good fellowſhip and friendſhip, 
are laſting, rational and manly pleaſures. 

Har. For all that give me ſome of thole pleaſures, you call 
effeminate too, they help to reliſh one another. 

Hor. They diſturb one another, 

Har, No,Miſtreſles are like Books 3 if you pore upon them 
too much , they doze you, and make you unfit for Com- 

ny 3 but if usd diſcreetly, you are the fitter for converſa- 
tion by em. 

Dor. A Miſtreſs ſhou'd beltkea little Country retreat near 
the Town , not to dwell in conſtantly , but only for a nighe 
and away 3 to taſtthe Town the better when a Man returns. 

Hor. I tell you, tis as hard to be a good Fellow, a good 
Friend, and a Lover of Women, as 'tis to be a good Fellow, 
a good Friend, and a Lover of Money : You cannot follow 
both, then chooſe your ſide; Wine gives you liberty, Love 
takes it away. 

- Dor, Gad, he's in the right on't. 

Hor. Wine gives you joy, Love grief and tortures ; beſides 
the Chirurgeon's Wine makes us witty, Love only Sots:: Wine- 
makes us (keep, Love breaks it. 

Dor. By the World he has reaſon, Harcourt. 

s Hor. Wine makes 

Dor. Ay, Wine makes us —— makes us Princes, Love 


makes us Beggars, poor Rogues, y gad and Wine— 
Hor. So, there's one converted.—— No, no, Love and 


Wine, Oil and Vinegar. 
Har. 


The Country-Wife. 


- Har. 'T grant it 3 Love will ſtill be uppermoſt. 

Hor. Come, for my part I will have only thoſe glorious, 

manly pleaſures ofbeing very drunk , and very flovealy, 
Enter Boy. 

Boy. Mr. Sparkiſþ is below, Sir. 

Har, What, my dear Friend ! a Rogue thatis fond of me , 
only I think for abuſing him. 

Dor. No, he can no more think the Men laugh at him, than 
that Women jilt him, his opinion of himſelf is ſo good. 

Hor. Well, there's another pleaſure by drinking, I thought 
not of; I ſhall looſe his acquaintance , becauſe he cannot 
drink 5 and you know -'tis a very hard thing to be rid of 
him , for he's one of thoſe nauſeous offerers at wit , who like 
the worſt Fidlersrun themſelves into all Companies. 

Har. One, that by being in the Company of Men of ſenſe 
wou'd pals for one. | 

Hor. And may fo to the ſhort-lighed World,as a falſe Jewel 
amongſt true ones, is not diſcern'd at a diſtance his Com- 
pany 1s as troubleſome to us, as a Cuckolds, when you have 
a mind to his Wife's. 

Har. No, the Rogue will not let us enjoy one another, but 
raviſhes our converſation, though he ſignifies no more to't, 
than Sir Martin Mar-all's gaping, and auker'd thrumming up- 
on the Lute, does to his Man's Voice, and Muſick. 

Dor. And to paſs for a wit in Town, ſhewes himſelf a fool 
every night to us, that are guilty of the plot. 

Hor. Such wits as he,arc, to a Company of reaſonable Men, 
like Rooks to the Gameſters, who only fill a room at the Ta- 
ble , but are ſo far from contributing to the play, that they 
only ſerve to ſpoil the fancy of thoſe that do. 

Dor. Nay.they are us'd like Rooks too, ſnaub'd,check'd,and 
abus'd ; yet the Rogues will hang on. 

Hor. A Pox on'em, and all that force Nature.and wou'd bs 
ſti!l what ſhe forbids'em 3 AfﬀeQation is her greateſt Monſter. 

Har. Moſt Men are the contraries to that they wou'd ſeem; 

your bully you ſee, is a Coward with a long Sword; the little 
humbly fawning Phyſician with his Ebony cane, 1s he that 
deſtroys Men, Dor. 
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The Uſi = —_— £ 
Dor, The Ulſurer, a poor 'd of moldy Bonds, 
and Mortgagesz and we they call Spend-thrifts, are only 
wealthy, who lay out his money upon daily new purchaſes of 
leaſure. 
- Hor, Ay, your erranteſt cheat, is your Truſtee, or Executor; 
your jealous Man, the greateſt Cuckhold 3 your Charch-man, 
the greateſt Arheiſt 3 and your noiſy pert Rogue of a-wit, the 
reateſt Fop, dulleſt As, and worſt Company as youſhall ſee: 
, or here he comes. 
f Enter Sparkiſh to theme. | 
_ How is't, Sparks, how is't > Well Faith, Harry, I 
mult railly thee a little, ha, ha, ha, upon the report in Town 
of thee, ha, ha, ha, I can't bold y Faith ; ſball I ſpeak? 
Hor. Yes, but you'l be ſo bitter then. 
Spar. Honeſt Dick and French here ſhall anſwer for me', I 
will not be extream bitter by the Univers. ; 
Har, We will be bound in tea thouſand pound Bond , he 
ſhall not be bitter at all. | 
Dor. Nor ſharp, nor ſweet. 
Hor. What, not down right inſipid? 

\s Spar. Nay then, fince you are fo brisk, and provoke me, 
take what Gllows 3 you muſt know, I was diſcourſing and 
raillying with ſome Ladies yeltexday, and they hapned to 
talk of the fine new fignes in Town. 


1 Hor, Very tine Ladies I believe. 

4 Spar. Said I, I know where the beſt new ſign is. Where. 
; ſays one of the Ladies? In Covent-Garden, 1 reply'd. Said an- 
: other, In what ſtreet ? In 'Auſſel-ſtreet, anlwer'd I. Lord ſays 
5 another, I'm ſure there was ne're a fine new (ign there yeſter- 


day. Yes, but there was, faid Þ again, and it came out of 
| Fraxce, and has been there a fortnight. 
0 Dor, A Pox I can hear no more, prethee. 
Hor. No hear him out 3 let bin tune his crowd a while. 
Har, The worſt Muſick the greateſt preparation. 
Spar. Nay faith, I'll make you laugh; It cannot be, fayss 
third Lady. Yes, yes, quoth I again. Says a fourth Lady, 
Hor. Look to't, we'l have no more Ladies, 
C Spar, 


Cnr". mn Lo mY j 


wo The Connery-Wife. 
Sper,/ No.———then mark; mark, now, faid Ito the fourth, 
did you never ſee Mr. Horwer-; 'he lodges in Ryſel-ſtreet , and 
he's a fign of a Man, you know, ſince he came out of France, 
heh, hah, he. | 
"Hor. But the Divel take me, iſthine be the ſign of a jeſt. 
Spar.” With that they all fell a laughing , till they bepiſs'd 
themſelves 3 What, but it do's not move you, methinks ? well 
ſee one had as good go to Law: without a witneſs, as break a 
jeſt without a laugher on ones ſides. _— Come, come Sparks, 
but where do we dine, I haveleft at Whitehel! an Earl to dine 
with you. 
Dor. Why, I thought thou hadit lov'd' a Man with a title 
better, than a Snit with a French trimming to't. 
Har, Go, to him again. 

Spar. No, Sir, a wit to me is the greateſt title in the World. 
Hor, But go dine with your Earl, Sir, he may be exce 
tious 3 we are your Friends, and will not take itill to be left, 

I do aſſure you. 

Har. Nay, faith he ſhall go to him, 

Spar. Nay, pray Gentlemen. 

Dor. We'l thruſt you-out, if you wo'not , what diſappoint: 
any Body for us. 

Spar. Nay, dear Gentlemen hear me. 

Hor. No, no, Sir, by no means ; pray go Sir, 


Spar. Why, dear Rogues. They all thruft hiz 
Dor. No, no. ont of the room, 
ADP. Ha, ha, ha. | Spar. returns. 


Spar. But,Sparks, pray hear me; what d'ye think I'll eat then 
with gay ſhallow Fops, and filent Coxcombs ? I tbink wit as 
neceſfary at dinner as a glaſs of good wine.and that's the reaſon 
I.never have any ſtomach when I eat alone... Come, but: 
where do we dine ? ; 

Hor, Ev'n where you will.. 

Spar. At Chatelines. 

Dor. Yes, if you will. 

Spar, Or at the Cock. 

Dor. Yes, if you pleaſe. 

Spar. Or at the Dog and Partridg.. Hor, 


= = 
. * Tr y & On? et 
Hor, ' Who have webers, | 
My. Pirc. Gentlemen, your e Servant. 
Hor. Well, Fack, by "15 loogabſence from the Town , the 
mneſsof t thy condteimnce as" I oe, Mamie? ha- 
43 I h6rFd give thee joy, Ahoud' I dot, of 

Ar. Pin. [Death does he know Fir tharried too ad woof 1 ton 
to have conceal'd it from him atleaſt.} - Ce 
My long tay ſtay i in => Country will ae: my dreſs, df ve 

me up to Town, that putsme out 
ofhumour; bofides: Dy fnT Caen five thou- 
ſand pound to lye with ty 

Hor.Nay,youCountry Gentlemen rather than not purchaſe, 
will buy any thing, and he is a crackt title, if we may quibble: 
Well, butam I to give thee j joy, F heard thou wert marry'd. 

Mr. Pin. What } ae 

Hor. Why, the next thing that is tobe heard , is thou'rt a 
Cuckold, 

Mr. Pin. Inſupportable name. [Afide. 

Hor. But I did not expe& Marriage from ſuch a Whore- 
co one that knew the Town ſo much, and Women 

0 well 

Ar. Pin, Why, T have marry'd no London Wife. 

Hor, Pſhaw, that's all one, that grave circumſpettion in mar- 
rying a Country Wife , is like refuſing a deceitful pamper'd 
Smithfield Jade, to go' and be cheated by a Friend in the 

ountry. 

Mr. Pin. A Pox on himand his Simile. Aſide, 
At leaſt we are a littleſurer of the breed there, know what her 
keeping has been, whether foyP'd or unſound, 

Hor. Come,come, I have known a clap gotten in O_ 
C 2 there 
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no, no beauty, but noa 
her rooted, wholeſome, homely, and xd huſwiſel, cha 
He talks as like a Grakier as he looks. 
| Pim. She's too auker'd, al favour'd, and filly to bring to» 
OWN». 
Her. Then methinks you ſhou'd bring her., tobe taught 


breedi 
_ Fiz. Tobe 3 no, Sir, I thank you, good Wives, and 
private. Souldiers thou'd be ignorant. — keep her from 


your inſtruQtions, I warrant ou. 

__ By The Rogue is as-jealous, as if his wife were m ne 

A 
wn Why -heby be ill fayour'd,there will be leſs danger. here 

«we yOu,. ving-ber in the Country we have ſuch 
variety of oo op TS weareſeldom hun 

Dor., But they have alwayes coarſe, co t, ſwinging (to- 
machs in the Country. 

Har. Foul Feeders indeed., 

Dor. And your Hoſpitality is great there. 

Har. | Open. houſe, every Man's welcome. 

Pin. So, ſo, Gentlemen. 


Hor, But prethee, why woud'ſt thou marry her ? if ſhe be 


ugly, ill-bred, and filly, ſhe muſt be rich then. 

Pin.. As rich as if the brought me twenty thouſand pound 
out of this Town; for ſhe'l be'as ſure not to ſpend her mo- 
derate portion, as a London Baggage wou'd be to ſpend hers, 
let it be what it wou'd 5 fo 'tis all one: then.becauſe ſhes 
ugly, ſhe's the likelyer. to be my own 3 and being ill-bred, 
fhe'l hate converſation 3. and fiace filly. and innocent, will not 
know the difference betwixt a Man of one and twenty , and 
one of. forty 

Her. Nine—to my knowledge 3 but if ſbe be filly, ſhe'l ex- 
pet as much from a Maa of forty nine, as from him ofone and 
twenty :. But methinks wit is more necellary than beauty , 


and. 
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and I think no young Woman-ugly that has it ; and no hand- 
ſome Woman without it. 

Pin. 'Tis my maxime, he's a-Fool that marrys, but he's a 

er . that: does not marry a Fool; what is wit in a Wife 

good for, but to-make a Man a Cuckold? 

Hor. Yes, to keep'it from his knowledge. 

Pin.AFool cannot contrive to make her huſband a Cuckold. 

Hor, No, but ſhe'l club with a Man that can; and what is 
worſe, if ſhe cannot make her Huſband a Cuckold, ſhe'l-make 
him jealous, and paſs for one, and then 'tis all one. 
- Pin, Well, well, Flbtake carefor one, my Wife ſhall make 
me no Cuckold, though ſhe had your help Mr, Horner ;. I un- 
derſtandithe Town, Sir. 


Dor. His help! [Aſrde: 
Har. He's come newly to Town it ſeems, and has not heard 
hoy things are with him. | [Afrde. 


Hor: But tell me,has Marriage cured thee of whoring, which 
it ſeldom does. 

Hay. 'Tis more.than age can do. | 

Hor. No, the word is, I'll marry and-live honeſt ; but a 
Marriage vow is like a penitent Gameſters Oath, and entring 
into Bonds, and penalties to ſtint himſelf to ſuch a particular: 
ſmall ſum at play for the future , which makes hinr but the 
more eager , and not being able to hold out, looſes his Money 
again, and his forfeit to boot. 

Dor. Ay, ay, a Gameſter will be a Gameſter, whilſt-his 
Money laſts and a Whoremaſter, whilſt his vigour. - 

Har. Nay, I have known'em, when they are broke and ' 
can looſe no more, keep a-fumbling with the Box in their 
hands to fool with only, and hinder other Gameſters, 

Dor. That had wherewithal to make luſty ſtakes. 

Pin. Well, Gentlemen, you may laugh at me, but you-ſhall - 
never lye with my Wife, I know the Town, 

Hor. But prethee, was not the way-you-were in better ; .is- 
not keeping better than Marriage ? 

Pin. A Pox on't, the Jades wou'd jilt me, I-con'd never- 
keep a Whore to my (elf. 

C 3 | Hors - 
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-  - Hor. 80 then you only marry'd/to keeps Whore to' y 
ſelf; well, but let me tell you, Women, as you ſap, arc like 
Souldiers made conſtant and loyal by pay, rather than 
by Oaths and Covenants, therefore-1'd-adviſe my Friends to 
keep rather than marry 3 /(ince-e06 1 aid /by' your example, 
it does not ſerve ones turn, for1-ſaw'you yeſterday in the 
eighteen penny place with a pretty Country-wench. 8 

Pin, How the Divel, did he ſee my Wife then? I fate there 

that ſhe might not be ſten 3 but ſhe ſhall never go to a play 


again. ? Aide 
' Hor. What doſt: thou bluſh at nine and forty, for havi 
beenſeen with a Wench? _. "4 EIS 43%; Of 
Dor. No Faith, I warrant 'twas his Wife, which he ſeated 
there out of ſight, for he's a cunning Rogue, and underſtands 
the Town, | <<. 
Har. He bluſhes, then 'twas his Wife 4' for Men'are now 
more aſhamed to be ſeen with them in publick, than with a 


Wench. | 
Pin, Hell and damnation, Im undone, ſince. Hoywer has ſeen 


her, and they know *twas ſhe. Aſide. 

Hor. But prethee, was it thy Wife? ſhe was excertivgty 
pretty 3 I was in love with her at that diſtance. 

Pin. You are like never to be nearer to her ;'Your Servant 
Gentlemen. [Offers to go. 

Hor, Nay, prethee ſtay, 

Pix. I cannot, I will not. 

Hor. Come you ſhall dine with us. 

Pix. I havedin'd already. 

Hor. Come, I know thou haft not; I'll treat thee dear 
Rogue, thou ſha't ſpend none of thy Hampſhire Money to 
day. 

_ Pin. Treat me; fo heuſes me already like his Cuckold. 


(£44 [Afide. 
Hor, Nay, you ſhall nvt go. 2: 
Pin, I mult, I have buſineſs at home, [Exit Pinchwife. 
Har. To beat his Wife, he's as jealous of her , as a Cheapſide 
Huſband of a Covent-garden Wife. 


Hor. 
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Hor, Why, "is'as hard to find an old 'Whoreniafter with- 
out jealouſy and the gout ,. as .a young-one Withone fear or 
the Pox. p19 | 
As Gout in Age, from Pox in Youth proceeds z 


So Wenching. paſt, then jealouſy ſucceeds: 
The worlt diſeafe that Love and Wenching breeds. 


ACT 32 SCENE rt. 


Mrs. Margery Pinchwite, avd Alithea : Mr. Pinchwife peeping 
behind at the door. 


Mrs. Pin. Ray, Siſter, where are the belt Fields and Woods, 
to walk in in London £2 

Alit. A pretty Queſtion 3 why, Siſter! Aulberry Garden,and 
St. James's Park 3 and for cloſe walks the New Exchange. 

Mrs. Pin, Pray, Siſter, tell me why my Huſband looks ſo. 
grum here in Town? and keeps me up ſocloſe, and will not 
yo me go a. walking , nor let me wear my beſt Gown yeſter- 

ay ? 

Alith. O he's jealous, Siſter. 

Mrs. Pin. Jealous, what's that 2? 

Alith. He's afraid you ſhou'd love another Man. 

Mrs. Pin. How ſhou'd he be afraid of my loving another: 
man, when he will not let me ſee any but himſelf, 

Alith. Did he not carry you yeſterday to a Play ? 

Mrs. Pin, Ay, but we fate amongſt ugly People, he wou'd: 
not let me come near the Gentry, whoſate under us, ſo that: 
F cou'd not ſee'em He told me, none but naughty Women: 
fate there, whom they tous'd and mous'd 3 but I wou'd have: 
ventur'd for all that. 

Alith. Bat how did you-like the Play ? 

Mrs. Pin. Indeed I was aweary of the Play , but I lik'd hu-- 


geouſly the Actors ; they are the. goodlyeſt proper'lt Men, , 
l _ Alith.. 
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Alith. Obut you muſt not like the AQors, Siſter. 

Mrs. Pin. Ay, how ſhou'd I help it, Siſter > Pray, Siſter, 
when my Huſband comes in, will you ask leave for meto goa 
walking ? 

Alith. A walking,hah, haz Lord, a Country Gentlewomans 
leaſure-is the dradgery. of a foot-poſt;z and ſhe requires as 
much airing as her Huſbands Horſes. [ Aſide. 

Enter Mr. Pinchwife to them. 
But here comes your Huſband 3 I'll ask, though Im ſure he'l 
not grant it. | 

Mrs. Pin. He ſays he won't let me go abroad, for fear of 
catching the Pox. 

Alith. Fye, the ſmall Pox you ſhou'd fay. 

Mrs. Pin, Oh my dear, dear Bud, welcome homez why 
doſt thou look ſo fropiſh, who has nanger'd thee? 

Mr. Pin. Your a Fool. [ Ars.Pinch. goes afide,e* cryes. 

Alith. Faith fo ſhe is, for crying for no fault, poor tender 
Creature ! 

Mr. Pix. What you wou'd have her as impudent as your 
ſelf, as errant a Jilflirt, a gadder, a Magpy, and to fay all a 
meer.notorious Town- Woman ? 

Alit. Brother, you are my only Cenfurer 3 and the honour 
of your Family ſhall ſooner ſuffer in your Wife there, than in 
me, though I take the innocent liberty of the Town. 

Mr. Pin. Hark you Miſtriſs, donot talk ſo before my Wife, 
the innocent liberty of the Town! 

Alith, Why,pray,who boaſts of any intrigue with me? what 
Lampoon has made my name notorious? what ill Women 
frequent my Lodgings ? I keep no Company with any Wo- 
men of ſcandalous reputations. 

Mr. Pin. No, you keep the Men of ſcandalous reputations 
Company. 

Alith, Where? wou'd you not have me civil? anſwer'em in a 
Box at the Plays? in the drawing room at Whitehel? in St. 
James's Park? Mulberry-garden > or —— 

Mr. Pix, Hold, hold, do not teach my Wife, where the 
Men areto be found 3 I believe ſhe's the worſe for your om 

OCU- 
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documents already 3 I bid you keep her 1a ignorance'as I'do. 

Mrs. Pin, Indeed be not Ln. > her Bud , ſhe will tell 

me nothing ofthe Town , though I ask her a thouſand times 
a day. 

Mr. Pir. Then you are very inquiſitive to know, I find? 

Mrs. Pin, Not I indeed, Dear, 1 hate Londox ; our Place- 
houſe in the Country is worth a thouſand of t., wou'd I were 
there again. | 

Mr. Pin. So you ſhall I warrant 3 but were you not talking 
of Plays, and Players, when I came in? you are her encou- 
rager in ſuch diſcourſes. 

Mrs. Pix. No indeed, Dear, ſhe chid me juſt now for liking 
the Player Men. 

Mr. Pin, Nay,if ſhe be ſo innocent as toown to me her like- 
ing them, there is no hurt in't [Afde. 
Come my poor Rogue, but thou lik'ſt none better then me? 

YZ Pin, Yes indeed, but I do, the Player Men are finer 
Folks. 

Ar. Pin. But you love none better then me ? 

Mrs. Pin. You are mine own Dear Bud , and I know you, 
I hate a Stranger. 

Mr. Pin. Ay, my Dear, you muſt love'me only, and not 
be like the naughty Town Women , who only hate their Hus- 
bands,and love every Man elſe, love Plays, Viſtts, fine Coaches, 
fine Cloaths, Fidles, Balls, Treates, and (o lead a wicked 


Towr- life. 
Mrs. Pin. Nay, if to enjoy all theſe things be a Towrn-life, 


London is not ſo bad a place, Dear. 

Mr. Pin. How ! if you love me, you muſt hate Londor. 

Ali. The Fool has forbid me diſcovering to her the plea- 
fures of the Town , and he is now fetting her a gog upon 
them himſelf. 

Ars. Pix, But, Huſband, do the Town-women love the 
Player Men too ? 

Ar. Pin. Yes, I warrant you. 

Mrs. Pin. Ay, I warrant you. 

Mr. Pin, Why, you do not, ou d 


Hrs. Pitts 


Ud 
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Mrs. Piz. No, no, Bud ;. but why have we no Phayer-men: 


in the Country ? ; 
Mr. Pin. Ha— Mrs. Minx, ask me no more togo to a Play, 


Mrs. Pin. Nay, why, Love? I did not care for going; but 


when you forbid me, you make me as't»-were deſire jt. 
Alith, So*twill be in other things, I warrant; [Aſede. 
Mrs. Pin. Pray, let mego toa Play, Dear, 
Ar. Pin, Hold your Peace, I wo'not. 
Mrs. Pin. Why,-Love ? 
Mr. Pin. Why, I'll tell you. 
Alizh.. Nay, if he tel] her, ſhe'l give him more cauſe to for- 


[Afpde. 


- 


bid her'that place: © 
Mrs. Pin. Pray, why, Dear ? 


Mr. Pin, Firſt, you ttke the Actors, and the Gallants may 


— 


like you. | | 

Mrs. Pin, What,a homely Country Girl? no Bud, no body 
wilt hke me. © | 

Mr. Pin, I tell you, yes, they may. 

Mrs. Piy, No, no, you jeſt—I won't believe you,T will go. 

Mr. Pin, I tell you then, that one of the lewdeſt Fellows 
in Town, who ſaw-you there,told me he was in love with you. 

Ars. Pin. Indeed ! who, who, pray who waſlt ? 

Mr. Pin. T've gone too far, and lipt before I was aware 
how overjoy'd ſhe is ! [ Afide. 

Mrs. Pin. Was it any Hampſhire Gallant, any of our Neigh- 
bours 2? I promiſe you, I am beholding to him. 

Mr. Pin. I promiſe you,. you lye z for he wou'd bnt ruin 
you, as he has done hundreds : he has no other love for Wo- 
men, but that,ſuch as he, look upon Women like Baſilicks, but 
to deſtroy'em. 

Mrs. Pin. Ay, but if he loves me, why ſhou'd he ruin me? 
anſwer me to that : methinks he ſhou'd not, I: wou'd do 
him no harm. | 

Alith. Hah, ha, ha. 

Mr. Pin. 'Tis very well; but I'll Keep him from doing 
you any harm, or me either... 


Enter 
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Bur here comes Company, owin;' get you in | 

Mrs. Pin. But pray, H is he'a pretty Gentleman, 
that loves me?. en 4m tg 

Mr. Pie. In 10 ruſts her in': ſbuts . 
What all the Sow. 7s oor DO Thwk oo to'my 
Lodging, by this eafie Coxcomb! $'death I'll not it. - 

Spar. Here Hartourt, do you approve my choice? Dear, 
little Rogue, I told you, I'd bring you acquainted with all 
my Friends, the wits, an [Harcourt ſalutes her. 

Av. Pin. Ay, they ſhalt know her, as well as you your (elf 
", » This fone of thoſ _ R " 

Spar, This is one e, my , that are to 
dats at your Wedding to morrow 3 and ye muſt bid 
welcom ever, to what you and I have. | | 

Ar. Pin. Monſtrous / + FAﬀae, 

Sper. Hercoxrt how doſt thou like her , Faith? Nay; Dear, 
do not look down; I ſhould hate to have"a:'Wife of mine 
out of countenance at any thing. 

- Mr. Pix. Wonderful! 

Spar. Tell me, I ſay, Harcomrt, how doſt thou like her ? 
thou haft ſtar'd upon her enough, to reſolve me. 

Har. $o infinitely well, that F'cou'd with 'T had a Miftriſs 
too, that might differ fron her in norting , but her love and 
engagement to you. 

Ahith. Sir, Maſter Sparkiſh has often told me , that his Ac» 
quaintance were alt Wits and Raillieurs, and now find it. 

Spar. No, by the Univerſe, Madam, he does not railly now; 
you' may believe him : I do afſure you, he is the honeſteſt, 
worthyeſt, trae hearted Gentleman - A man of fach per- 
fe&t honour, he wou'd ſay nothing to a Lady, he does not 
mean, | 

Mr. Pin.” Praifing another Man to his Miſtrifs! 

Har. Sir, you are ſo beyond expeQation- obliging, that— 

Spar; Nay, I gad, IT am fare you do admire her extreamly, 
I ſ{ee't in your eyes.— He does admire you Madam, —— By 
the World, don't you? 


D a Hay. 
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Her. Yes, above the World, or; the moſt glorious part of 
i, her whole Sex 3 and till now I never thought I ſhou'd 
beve envy'd you, or any Man abeut to marry, but you have 
the beſt excuſe for Marriage I ever knew. 

Alith. Nay, now, Sir, I'm fatisfied you are of the Society 
of the Wits,and Raillieurs;fince you eannot ſpare your Friend, 
even when he is bue too civil to-you 3 but the ſureſt ſign is, 
fince you are an Enemy to Marriage, for that I hear you bate 
as-much as buſineſs or bad Wine. 

Her. Truly, Madam, I never was an Enemy to-Marriage , 
till now, becauſe Marriage was never.an Enemy to me before. 

Alith. But why, Sir,-3s Marriage an Enemy to you now ? 
Recauſe-it.robs you of your Friend here; for you look upon 
a Friend married, as ognegone into a-Monaſtery, that. is dead. 
to the World. Fe | 
. Her. 'Tis indeed, becauſe you marry him I ſee Madam, 
you can gueſs my; meaning: 1 do confeſs heartily and openly, 
I wiſh A power ta; break the Match, by Heavens. 
I wou'd, 

Spar. Poor Franck 

Alith, Wou'd you be ſo unkind. to me ?- 

Har. No, no, 'tis not becauſe I wou'd beunkind'to you... 

Sper. Poor Frenck,'no gad, 'tis-only his kindneſs to me. 

Pin, Great kindneſs to you indeed ; infenſible Fop, let-a. 
Man make love to his Wife to his face. (Aſide. 


Spar. Come dear French, for all my Wife there-that ſhalt 


be , thou ſhalt enjoy me ſometimes dear Rogue 3; by my ho« 
nour, we Men of wit condole for our deceaſed Brother in Mar- 


riage , as muchas for one dead in-carneſt: I. think that was. 


prettily ſaid of me, ha Harcourt 2 But come Frezxck,, be 
not not melancholy for.me. 

Har. No, I aflure you I am not melancholy for you; 

Spar. Prethee, Frank, daſt think my Wite that. ſhall be 
there a fine Perſon?. h 

Har. I cou'd- gaze upon her, till I became as blind as. you 
AE; 

Sper. How, as I am / how ! 


Har. 
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Her, Becauſe you are a Lover, and true Lovers are blind; 
ſtockblind. | | 

Sper. True, true; but by the World , ſhe has wit too, as 
well as beauty : go, go with her into a corner, and trye if ſhe 
has wit, talk to her any thing, ſhe's baſhful before me. 

Har. Indeed if a Woman wants wit in a corner , ſhe has it 
no where. 

Alith. Sir, you diſpoſe gf me a little before your time. 


[4fide to Sparkiſh, 

Sper. Nay, nay, Madam let me have an earneſt of your obe- 

dience, or go, go, Madam—.- Harcourt courts 
-1 Alithea aſide; 


Pin.. How, Sir, if you are not concern'd for the honour of a 
VVife, I am for that ofa Siſter z he ſhalt not-debauch her : be 
a Pander to your own VVife, bring Men to her, letem make. 
love before your face, thruſt'em-into a corner together, then 
leav'emin private! is this your Town .wit and conduc ? 

Spar. Hah, ha, ha, a filly wiſe Rogue , wou'd make one 
laugh more then a ſtark Fool, hah, ha: I'ſhall burſt, Nay, 
you ſhall not- diſturb'emz I'll | 8tr»ggles with Pinch. -to keep, 


vex thee, by the World. him. from Harc. and Alith.. 
Alith. The writings aredrawa,$Str,ſcttlements made 3 *cis too- 
late, Sir, andypaſt all revocation. 


Har. Then fo is my death. 

Alith. I wou'd not be unjuſt to him. 

Har. Then why to me ſo ?: 

Alith. I have no obligation to you. 

Har, My love, 

Alith; Thad his before.. 

Har. You never had it; he wants you ſee jealoufie , the-- 
only iofallible (ign of it. 

Alith. Love proceeds from eſteem; he cannot diſtruſt my 
virtue, beſides he loves me, or he wou'd not marry me. 

Her. Marrying you, is no more fign of-his-love, then bri-- 
bing your Woman, that he may marry you, is a fign of his. 
generoſity : Marriage is rather a fign of intereſt, then love; 
and be that marries a fortune, =_ a Miſtreſs, not _ 
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her : But if you-take Marriage 'for a fign of love , take it 
from me immediately. 

Alith.' No, now you have put a ſcruple in my head ; but 
in ſhort, Sir, to end our diſpute , I muſt marry him, my re- 
putation wou'd ſuffer in the World elſe. 

Her; No, if you do marry him, with your pardon, Madam, 
your reputation ſuffers in the World, and you wow'd' be 
thought in neceſlity for a cloak. , 

Alith. Nay, now you are rude, Sir,——-Mr. Sperkiſh, pray 
come hither, your Friend here is very troubleſom, and very 
loving. 

= Hold, hold [Aſide to Alithea. 

My. Pin. Dye hear that ? 

Spar, Why, d'ye think I'll ſeem to be jealous, like a Coun- 
try Bumpkin ? 

Afr. Pin. No, rather be a Cuckold, like a credulous Cit. 

Har. Madam, you wou'd not have been (© little generous 
as to have told him. 

Alith. Yes, fince you cou'd be ſo little generous, as to 
wrong him. 

Har. Wrong him, no Man can do't , he's beneath an in- 
jury 3 a Bubble, a Coward, a ſenſleſs Idiot, a Wretch 
contemptible to all the World but you, that— | 

Alith. Hold, do not rail at him, for fince he is like to be 
my Huſband, I am refolv'd to like him : Nay, Ithink I am 
oblig'd to tell him, you are not his Friend. —— Maſter $par- 
kiſh, Maſter Sparkiſh. 

Spar. What, what 3 now dear Rogue, has not ſhe wit 2 

Har. Not ſo much as I thought, and hoped ſhe had. 

[ Speaks furlily. 

Alith. Mr. Sparkiſh, do you bring People to rail at you ? 

Her. Madam 

Spar, How! no, but if he does rail at me , 'tis but in jeſt 
I warrant; what we wits do for one another, and never take 
any notice of it. | 

Alith. He ſpoke ſo ſcurrilouſly of you , I had no patience 
to hear hims beſides he has been making loyeto me; 


Har, 


Har. True datan'd tell-tale- Woman. Hfide. 
Spar, Pſhaw, to ſhew his parts——-we wits rail ws make 
love often, but to ſhew our parts z as we have no affections, 
ſo we have no malice, we 

Alith, -He ſaid, you were a Wretch, below an injury.. 

Spar. Plhaw, 

Har. Damn'd, [enflefs, impudent, virtuous Jade ; well ſince 
ſhe won't let me have her, ſhe'l db as good, ſhe'l make me - 
hate her. 

Alith. A Common Bubble, 


Spar. Pſhaw. 
Alith, A Coward: 


Spar. Plhaw, W. 

Alth, A Env driveling Idiot. 

Spar. How, did he difparage my parts? Nay, then my ho« 
nour's concern'd, I can't put up that, Sirz by the World, 
Brother help me to kill him 3 {I may draw now, fince we have 
the odds of him ; ——'tis a good occafion too before my 


Miſtri] [Afrde. 


[ Offers to draw. 
Alith. Hold, hold. 


Spar. What, what. 
Alith, 1 muſt not levem kill the: Gentleman neither , for 


his kindneſs to me I am fo far from hating him, that I wiſh. 
my Gallant had his perſon and underſtanding :— 
[Aſtde. 


[Nay if my honour 

Spar. I'll be thy death. 

Alith, Hold, hold, indeed to tell the truth, the Gentleman 
ſaid after all, that what he ſpoke, was but out of friendſhip 
to YOu. 

Spar. How! ſay, I am, I ama Fool, that is no wit , out of 


friendſhip to me. 
Alith. Yes, to try whether I was concern'd enough for you, 


and made love to me only to be fatisfy'd of my virtue, for 


our ſake, 
Har. Kind however [Afde. 


Spar, Nay, if it were ſo, my dear Rogue, I askthee _ | 
on } 
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don; but why -wou'd not you tell meſo, faith, 
Har, Becauſe I did not think on't, faith. 
Spar. Come, Horer does not come, Harcourt, let's be gone 


to the new Play. Come Madam. 

Alith. IT will not go, if you intend to leave me alone in the 
Box, and run into the pit, as you uſe to do, 

Spar. Pſhaw, I'll leave Haxconrt with you in the Box, to en- 
tertain you, and that's %s good 3 if I fate in the Box, I 
ſhou'd be thought no Judge, but of trimmings, — Come 
away Harcourt, lead her down. 

[Exexnt Sparkiſh, Harcourt, a4 Alithea, 

Pin, Well, go thy wayes, for the flower of the true Town 
Fops , ſuch as ſpend their Eſtates, before they come to'em, 
aud are Cuckolds before they'r married. But let me go look 
to my own Free-hold How-o— 

Enter my-Lady Fidget, Miſtriſs Dainty Fidget , and 
Miſtriſs Squeamiſh. 

Lad, Your Servant, Sir, where is your Lady ? we are come 
to wait upon her tothe new Play. 

Pin, New Play! 

Led. And my Huſband will wait upon you preſently. 

Pix, Damn your civility [Afrde. 
Madam, by no means, I will not ſee Sir Faſpar here, till I have 
waited upon him at home 3 nor ſhall my Wife ſee you , till 
ſhe has waited upon your Ladyſhipat your lodgings. 

Lad. Now we are here, Sir 

Pin. No, Madam. | 

Dain. Pray, letus ſee her. 

Squeam, We will not ſtir, till we ſee her. 

Pin. A Pox on you all Afide. | Goes to the door, 
ſhe has lock'd the | ney 1s gone abroad. | and returns. 

Lad. No, you havelock'd the door, and ſhe's within. 

Dain. They told us below, ſhe was here. 
Pin, [ Will nothing do? ] Well it muſt out then , to 


tell you the truth, Ladies, which I was afraid to let you know 
before, leaft it might endanger your lives, my Wife has juſt 
now the Small Pox come out upon her, do not be frighten'd; 

but 


i... 
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but pray, be gone Ladies , you ſhall not ſtay here in danger 
-of your lives; pray get you gone Ladies. 


Lad. No, no, we have all had'em. 

Squearm. Alack, alack. | 

Dain. Come, come, we muſt ſee how it goes with her, 1 
underſtand the diſeaſe. 

Lad. Come. 

Pin, Well, there is no-being too hard for Women at their 
own weapon, lying, therefore I'll quit the Field. [ Aſrde. 

[Exit Pinchwite, 

Squears, Here's an example of jealouly. 

Lad. Indeed as the World goes, I wonder there are no 
more jealous, ſince Wives are ſoneglected, 

Dain, Pſhaw, as the World goes, to what end ſhou'd they 
be jealous. 

Lad. Foh, 'tis a'naſty World. 


” Squeam. That Men of parts, greas acquaintance, and qua- 


lity ſhou'd take up with , andſpend themſelves and fortunes, 


in keeping little Play-houſe Creatures, foh. 

Lad. Nay, that Women of underſtanding, great acquain- 
tance, and good quality , ſhon'd fall a keeping too of little 
Creatures, foh, 

Squeam. Why, *tis the Men of qualities fault, they never 
viſit Women of honour, and reputation, as they ug'd to do z 


and have not ſo much as common civility, for Ladies of our 


rank , but uſe us with the ſame indifferency , and ill breed- 
ing, as if we were all marry'd to'em. 

Lad. She ſays true, 'tis an errant ſhame Women of quality 
ſhou'd be ſo (lighted; methinks,birth, birth,ſhou'd go for ſome- 
thing 3 I have known Men admired, courted, and followed 
for their titles only. 

Squeam. Ay, one wou'd think Men of honour ſhou'd not 
love no more, than marry out of their own rank, 

Dain. Fye,fye upon'em,they are come to think croſs breed- 
ing for themſelves belt, as well as for their Dogs, and Horſes. 

Lad, They are Dogs, and Horſes for't. 

Squeam, One wou'd think if not for love, for vanity a 
little, E Dain, 
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Dain. Nay, they. do ſatisfy their vanity upon us ſome- 
times; and are kind to us in their report, tell all the World 
they lye with us. 

Lad. Damn'd Raſcals, that we ſhow'd be only wrong'd 
by'emz to report a Man has had a Perſon , when he has not 
had a Perſon, is the greateſt wrong in the whole World , that 
can be done to a perſon, | 
 Squearmm, Well, 'tis an errant ſhame, Noble Perſons ſhou'd 
be ſo wrong'd, and neglected. 

Lad. But ſtill 'tis an erranter ſhame fora Noble Perſon, to 
negle&t her own honour , and defame her own Noble Per- 
ſon, with little inconſiderable Fellows, fob! 

Daiz. I ſuppoſe the crime againſt our honour; is the ſame 
with a Man of quality as with another. 

Lad. How | no ſure the Man of quality is likeſt one's Hus- 
band, and therefore the fault ſhou'd be the leſs. 

Dain, But then the pleaſure ſhou'd be the leſs. 

Lad. Fye, fye, fye, for ſhame Siſter, whither ſhall we ram- 
ble? be continent in your diſcourſe, or ſhall hare you. 

Dain. Beſides an intrigue 1s ſo much the more notorious 
for the man's quality. 

£queam. *Tis true, no body takes notice of a private Man, 
and therefore with him, 'tis more ſecret, aud the crime's the 
leſs, when 'tis not known, . 

Lad. You fay true; y faith I think you are in the right on't: 
'tis not an injury toa Huſband, till it be an injury to our ho- 
nours;z ſo that a Woman of Honour looſes no honour with a 
private Perſon; and tofay truth—— 

Dain. So the little Fellow is grown a private Perſon —- 
with her | [ Apart to Squeamiſh, 

Lad. But (till my dear, dear Honour. 

Enter Sir Jaſpar, Horner, Dorilant. 

Sr. Jaſ.. Ay, my dear, dear of honour , thou haſt ſtill 
much honour in thy mouth ——- 

Hor. That ſhe has none elſewhere [Aſede. 


Lad. Oh, what d'ye mean to bring in theſe upon us? 
Dain. Foh, theſe are as bad as Wits, 


Sqneam, 


—_ 
_ ——— 


! 
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'Squeem, Fob! 


Led. Let us leave the Room. 

or. Jo. Stay, ſtay, faith totell you the naked truth. 

Lad. Fye, Sir Jaſper, do not uſe that word naked. 

Sr. Jaſ.. Well, well, in ſhort I have bufineſs at 7bitebal, 

and cannot go to the play with you, therefore wou'd have 
ou go 

: Lad. With thoſe two toa Play ? | 

Sr. Jaſ. No, not with t'other , but with Mr. Horzer , there 
can be no more ſcandal to go with him , than with Mr. Tale, 
or Maſter Limberham. 

« Lad. With that naſty Fellow / no—— no. 

Sr. Jaſ. Nay, prethee Dear, hear me. [Whiſpers to Lady Fid. 

Hor. Ladies. Horner, Dorilant drawing near 

Dain. Stand off. Squeamilh, avd Daiat. 

Squeam. Do not approach us. 

Dain. You heard with the wits, you are obſcenity all over. 

Squeam. And I wou'd as ſoon look upon a Picture of Adam 
and Eve, without fig leaves, as any of you, if I cou'd help it, 
therefore keep off, and do not make us fick. 

Dor. What a Divel are theſe ? 

Hor. Why, theſe are pretenders to honour , as criticks to 
wit, only by cenſuring aaes and as every raw peevilh,out- 
of-humour'd, affe&ted, dull, Tea-drinking, Arithmetical Fop 
ſets up for a wit , by railing at men of ſence , ſo theſe for ho- 
nour, by railing at the Court , and Ladies of as great honour, 
as quality. 

Sr. Jaſ. Come, Mr. Horner, I muſt defire you to go with 
theſe Ladies to the Play, Sir. 

Hor. I! Sir, 

Sr. Jaſ. Ay, ay, come, Sir. 

Hor. I muſt beg your pardon, Sir, and theirs, I will not be 
ſeen in Womens Company in publick again for the World. 

Sr. Jaſ. Ha, ha, ſtrange Averſion ! 

Squeam, No, he's for Womens company 1m private. 

Sr. Jaſ. He poor Man he! hah, ha, ha. 


Dain. 'Tis a greater ſhame amongſt lew'd fellows to be 
E 2 ſeen 
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ſeen in-virtuous Womens company , than for the Women to: 


be ſeen with them. 

Hor.. Indeed, Madam, the time was-I only hated virtuous 
Women, but now I hate the other. too 3 I beg your pardon 
Ladies. | 

Lad. You are very obliging, Sir, becauſe. we wou'd not be 
troubled with you. _ | 

Sr. Jaſ. In ſober ſadneſs he ſhall go. 

Dor. Nay. if he wo'not, I am ready to wait upon the Ladies; 
and I think.I aw the fitter Man. 

Sr. Jaſ. You, Sir, no I thank you for that—— Maſter Hor- 
wer is a privileg'd Man amongſt the virtuous Ladies, 'twill 
be a great while before. you-are ſo ; heh; he, he, he's my Wive's 
Gallant, heh, he. he; no pray withdraw, Sir, for as I take it, 
the virtuous Ladies have no buſineſs with you. 

Dor. And I am ſure, he can have none with them - *tis 
ſtrange.a Man can't come among(t virtuous Women now, but 
upon the ſame terms,as Men are admitted into the great Turks 
Seraglio 3 but Heavens keep me, from being an hombre 
Player with'em : but where is Pinchwife 


[Exit Dorilant, 

Sr. Jaſ. Come, come, Man z what avoid the ſweet ſociety 
of Woman-kind ? that ſweet, ſoft, gentle, tame, noble Creaz 
ture Woman, made for Man's Companion 

Hor. So is that ſoft, gentle, tame, and more noble Creature 
a Spaniel], and has all their tricks, can fawn, lye down, ſuffer 
beating, and fawn the more; barks at your Friends, when 
they come to (ce you 3 makes your bed hard, gives you Fleas, 
and the mange ſometimes: and all the difference is, the Spa: 
niel's the more faithful Animal, and fawnos but upon one 
Maſter. 

Sr. Jaſ. Heh, he, he. 

Squears. O the rude Beaſt, 

Dain. Inſolent brute. 
_ Brute! ſtinking mortify'd rotten French Weather, to 

re 

Sr. Jaſ. Hold, an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip 3 for ſhame Maſter, 


Horner, 
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Horaer your Mother was a Woman——- {Now fhall I never 
reconcile'em ] [Aſede. 
Hark you, Madam, take my advice in your angerz you know 
you often want one to make up your droling pack of hombre 
Players 3 and you-may. cheat him eaſily , for he's an ill Game- 
ſter, and conſequently loves play : Beſides you know, you 
have but two old civil Gentlemen ( with ſtinking. breaths 
too) to walt upon you abroad, take in the third , into your 
ſervice. z the other are but crazy : and a Lady ſhou'd have a 
ſupernumerary Gentleman-Utſher, as a ſupernumerary Coach- 
horſe, leaſt ſometimes you ſhou'd be forc'd to ſtay at home. 

Lad. But are you ſure he loves play, and has money ? 

Sr. Jaſ. He loves play as much as you, and has money as 
much as I. 

"Lad. Then I-am.contented to make him pay for his ſcurril- 
lity 3 money makes up in a'meaſure all other wants in Men, — 
Thoſe whom we. cannot make hold for Gallants, we make 
fine. [ Aſide. 

Sr; Jaſ. So, ſo; now to moliify, to wheedle him, — [ 4ſede. 
Maſter Horner will you never keep civil Company , methinks 
'tis time now, ſince you are only fit for them : Come, come, 
Man you muſt e'en fall to viliting our Wives, eating at our 
Tables, drinking Tea with our virtuous Relations after din- 
ner , dealing Cards to'em, reading Plays, and Gazets to'em, 
picking Fleas out. of their ſhocks for'em , colletting Receipts, 
New Songs, Women, Pages, and Footmen for'em: 

Hor, I hope they'l afford me better employment, Sir, 

Sr. Jaſ. Heh, he, he, 'tis fit you know your work before 
you come into your place 3 and. ſince you are unprovided of 
aLady to flatter , and a good houſeto eat at , pray frequent 
mine , and call my Wife Miſtriſs, and ſhe ſhall call you Gal-. 
lant, according tothe cuſtom, 


Hor. Who I? 
Sr. Jaſ. Faith, thou ſha't for. my ſake, come. for my ſake 
only. 


Hor. For your ſake—— 


Sr, Jaſ. Come, come, here's a Ty for you , let m | 
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be a little familiar ſometimes; nay,what if alittle rude; Game- 
ſters may be rude with Ladies, you know. | 

Lad. Yes, loſing Gameſters have a privilege with Wom 

Hor. 1 alwayes thought the contrary , that the winning 
-Gameſter had moſt privilege with Women , for when you 
have loſt your money to a Man., you'l looſe any thing you 
have, all you have, they fay, and he may uſe you as he 


pleaſes. ; 
Sr. Jaſ. Heh, he, he, well, win or looſe you ſhall have your 


liberty with ker. 

Lad. As he behaves himſelf; and for your ſake I'll give him 
admittance and freedom. 

Hor. All ſorts of freedom, Madam ? 

Sr. Jaſ. Ay, ay, ay, all forts of freedom thou can'ſt take , 
and fo go toher, begin thy new employment ; wheedle her, 
jeſt with her, and be better acquainted one with another. 

Hor. I think I know her already, therefore may venter 
with her, my ſecret for hers. [ Aftde. 

[Horner, and Lady Fidget whiſper. 

Sr. Jaſ. Siſter Cxz, I have provided an innocent Play-fel- 
low for you there. 

Dain, Who he! 

Squeam. There's a Play-fellow indeed. 

Sr. Jaſ. Yes ſure, what he is good enough to play at Cards, 
Blind-mans buff, or the fool with ſometimes. 

Squeare. Foh, we'l have noſuch Play-fellows. 

Dain. No, Sir, you ſhan't chooſe Play-fellows for us, we 
thank you. 

Sr. Jaſ. Nay, pray hear me. [Whiſpering to theme. 

Lad. But, poor Gentleman, cou'd you be fo generous? ſo 
truly a Man of honour , as for the ſakes of us Women of ho- 
nour, to cauſe your ſelf to be reported no Man ? No Man! 
and to ſuffer your ſelf the greateſt ſhame that cou'd fall upon 
a Man, that none might fall upon us Women by your conver- 
ſation; but indeed, Sir, as perfectly, perfetly, the ſame Man 
as before your going into France, Sir; as perfetly, per- 
fetly, Sir. 


Hor. 
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Hor. As perieqly , perfetly, Madam z nay, I ſcorn 
ſhou'd take my —_ z 9" gt be try'd __ Madam. w-_ 

Lad. Well, that's ſpoken again like a Man of honour , all 
Men of honour deſire to come to the teſt : But indeed, gene- 
rally you Men report ſuch things of your ſelves, one does: 
not know how, or whom to believe ; and it is come to that 
paſs, we dare not take your words, no more than your Tay- 
lors, without ſome ſtaid Servant of yours be bound with you; 
but I have ſo ſtrong a faith in your honour, dear, dear, noble 
Sir , that I'd forfeit mine for yours at any time, dear Sir. 

Hor. No, Madam , you ſhou'd not need to forfeit it for 
me, I have given you ſecurity already to ſave you harmleſs 
rd late reputation being ſo well known in the World, Ma-- 

am. 

Lady. But if upon any future falling out, or upon a ſuſpi- 
tion of my taking the truſt out of your hands, to employ 
ſome other , you your ſelf ſhou'd betray your truſt, dear Sir 
I mean, if you'l give me leave to ſpeak obſcenely,, you might 
tell, dear Sir. 

Hor, IfI did, no body wou'd believe me; the reputation : 
of impotency is as hardly recover'd again in the World, as 
that of cowardiſe, dear Madam. 

Lad. Nay then, as one may ſay, you may do your worlt, 
dear, dear, Sir. 

Sr. Jaſ. Come, is your Ladyſbip reconciled to him yet? 
have you agreed on matters ? for I muſt be gone tos hite- 
hal. 
Lad, Why, indeed, Sir Jaſpar, Maſter Horner is a thouſand, 
thouſand times a better Man, than I thought him: Coſen - 
Squeamiſh, Siſter Dainty, I can name himnow, truly not long 
ago you know , I thought his very name obſcenity , and I: 
wow'd as ſoon have lain with him, as have nam'd him. 

Sr. Jaſ. Very likely, poor Madam, 

Dain, | believe it. ; 

$queam. No doubt ont. 

Sr. Jaſ. Well, well-——that your Ladyſhip is as virtuous : 
asany (he, know, and himall the Towa knows—heh, he, 

- bes; 


32 The Country-Wife. 


he ; therefore now you like him, get-you gone to your bu- 
ſineſs together 3 $0, go, to your bulineſs, I ay, pleaſure, whilſt 
I- go to my pleaſure, buſineſs, 

Lad. Come than dear Gallant. 

Hor. Come away, my deareſt Miſtriſs. 

Sr. Jaſ. So, ſo, why'tis as I'd have it, [Exit $r.Jaſpar. 

Hor. And as I'd haveit. 

Lad, Who for his buſineſs, from his Wife will run ; 
Takes the beſt care, to have her bugneſs done. 
[ Exennt ones. 


—_— 


ACT 3 SCENE rv. 


Alithea, ad Mrs. Pinchwite. 


Alith. Clfer, what ailes you, you are grown melancholy ? 
Mrs. Pin. Wou'd itnot make any one melancho- 

ly, to ſee you goevery day fluttering about abroad, whil'ſt 

I muſt ſtay at home like a poor lonely, ſullen Bird in a cage? 

Alit. Ay, Siſter, but you came young , and juſt from the 
neſt to your cage, ſo that I thought you lik'd itz and cou'd be 
as chearful in't , as others that took their flight themſelves 
early, and are hopping abroad in the open Air. 

Mrs. Pin. Nay, I confeſs I was quiet enough, till my Hus- 
band told me, what pure lives, the Lo»doz Ladies live abroad, 
with their dancing,meetings, and junketings, and dreſt every 
day in their beſt gowns 3 and I warrant you, play at nine Pins 
every day of the week, ſo they do, 

Enter Mr. Pinchwite. 

Mr. Pin. Come, what's here to do? you are putting the 
Town pleaſures in her head, and ſetting her a longing. 

Alit. Yes, after Nine-pinsz you ſuffer 'none to give her 
thoſe longings, you mean, but your ſelf. 

Mr. Pin, I tell her of the vanities of the Town like a Con- 
fellor. 

Alit, 
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Alith. A Confeſſor ! juſt ſuch a Confeffor , as he that by 
forbidding a filly Oaftler to greaſe the Horſes teeth , taught 
him to do't. 

Mr. Pin. Come Miltriſs — good Precepts are loſt, 
when bad Examples are ſtill before us; the liberty you take 
abroad makes her hanker after it; and out of humour at 
home, poor Wretch ! ſhedelired not to come to London, I 
wou'd bring her. 

Alith. Very well. 

Mr. Pin, She has been this week in Town, and never de- 
fired, till this afternoon, to go abroad. 

Alith. Was (he not at a Play yeſterday? 

Mr. Pin. Yes, but ſhe ne'er ask'd me; I was my ſelf the 
cauſe of her going. 

Alith. Then itſhe ask you again , you are the cauſe of her 
asking, and not my example. 

My. Pin, Well, to morrow night I ſhall be rid of you; and 
the next day before 'tis light, ſhe and I'll be rid of the Town, 
and my dreadful apprehenfions : Come, be not melancholly, 
for thou ſha't go into the Country after to morrow, Deareſt, 

Alith. Great comfort. 

Mrs. Pin, Piſh, what d'ye tell me of the Country for 2 

Mr. Pin. How's this! what, piſh at the Country ? 

Mrs. Pin. Let me alone, I am not well. 

Mr. Pin, O, if that be all what ailes my deareſt ? 

Mrs. Pin. Truly I don't know; but I have not been well, 
ſince you told me there was a Gallant at the Play in love 


with me. 

Mr. Pin. Ha 

Alith, That's by my example too. 

Mr. Pin, Nay, if you are not well, but are fo concern'd, 
becauſe a lew'd Fellow chanc'd to lye, and fay he lik'd you, 
you'l make me fick too. 

Mrs. Pin. Ot what ſickneſs? 

Mr.Pin. O,of that which is worſe than the Plague. Jealouſy. 

Mr:. Pix. Piſh, you jear, I'm ſure there's no ſuch diſeaſe in 


our Receipt-book at home. 
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My. Pin; No; thou never met'ſt with it, poor Innocent 
well, if thou Cuckold me, 'twill be my own fault 
for Cuckolds and Baſtards, are generally makers of their own. 
fortune. [Afpde. 

Mrs. Pin, Well, but pray Bud, let's go to a Play to night. 

Mr. Pin. 'Tis juſt done , ſhe comes from it 3 but why are- 
you ſo eager to fee a Play? 

Mrs. Pin. Faith Dear, not that'I care one pin for their talk 
there 3 but I like to look upon the Player-men , and wou'd 
ſee,if I cou'd,the Gallant you fay loves mes that's all dear Bud. 

Mr, Pin, Is that all dear Bad ? 

Alith. This proceeds from my example. 

Mrs.Pin, But if the Play be done, let's go abroad however, 
dear Bud. 

Mr, Pin. Come have a little patience , and thou ſhalt go. 
into the Country on Friday. 

Mrs. Pin, Therefore I wou'd fee firſt ſome fights, to tell 
my Neighbours of. Nay, I will go abroad, that's once, 

Alith, I'm the cauſe of this deſire too. 

Mfr. Pin. But now I think on't, who was the cauſe of Hor- 
#ers coming to my Lodging today ? that was you. 

Alith, No, you, becauſe you wou'd not let him ſee your 
handſome Wife out of your Lodging. 

Mrs, Pin, Why, O Lord / did the Gentleman come hither 
to ſee me indeed ? 

Mr. Pin. No, no; 


You are not cauſe of that damn'd 
queſtion too, Miftriſs Alithea ? [Well ſhe's in the right 
ofit; he is in love with my Wife and comes after her— 
'fis fo—-—but T1! nip his love in the bud ; leaſt he ſhould fol- 
low us into the Country , and break his Chariot-wheel near 
our houſe, on purpoſe for an excuſe to come to't 3 but I think 
I know the Town. [ Aſede. 

Mrs. Pin, Come, pray Bud, let's go abroad before 'tis late; 
for I will go, that's flat and plain. 

Mr. Pin. So | the obſtinacy already of a Town-wife, and [ 
muſt, whilſt ſhe's here, humour her like one, [Aftde. 
Siſter, how ſhall we do, that ſhe may not be ſeen , or known? 
 Alith, Let her put on her. Mask. Mr.Pin, 
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Mr. Pin. Plhaw, a Mask makes People bat themore inqui- 
ſirive, and is as ridiculous .« diſguiſe, as a ſtage-beard ; her 
ſhape, ſtature, habit will be known : and if we ſhou'd meet 
with Horner, he wou'd be ſure to take acquaititance with us, 
muſt wiſh her joy, kiſs her, talk to her, leer-upon her, and 
the Devil and all; no[I'll not uſe her to a Mask, 'tis dangerous; 
for Masks have made more Cuckolds, than the belt faces that 
ever were known. 

Alith. How will you do then? 
_ Mrs. Pin, Nay, ſhall we go? the Exchange will be ſhut , 
and I have a mind to ſee thar. 
} Ar. Pin, S0——l have it—.-T'll dreſs her up in the Suit, 
we areto carry down to her Brother, little Sir James ; nay, I 
underſtand the Town tricks: Come let's go dreſs her; a 
Mask! no——a Woman mask'd, like a cover'd Diſh, gives a 


Man curioſity, and —_ when, it may be, uncover'd , 
twou'd turn his ſtamack 3 no, no. 

Alith. Indeed your compariſon is ſomething a greafie one : 
but I had a gentle Gallant, uFd to fay, a Beauty mask*d.lik'd 
the Sun in Eclipſe, gathers together more gazers, than if it 
ſhin'd out. [ Exennt. 

The Scene changes to the new Exchange: Enter Horner, 
Harcourt, Dorilant. 

Dor. Engag'd to Women, and not Sup with us ? 

Hor. Ay,aPox on em all. 

Har. You were much a more reaſonable Man in the morn- 
ing, and had asnoble reſolutions againſt'em, as a Widdower 
of a weeks liberty. 

Dor. Did I ever think, to ſee you keep company with Wo- 
men 1n vain. 

Hor. In vain / no 
veng'd on'em. 

Har.Now your Sting is gone, you look'd in the Box amongſt 
all thoſe Women, like a drone in the hive,all upon you;ſhov'd 
and il|-usg'd by*em all, and thruſt from one fide to t'other. 

Dar. Yet he muſt be buzzing amongſtem ſtill, like other 
old beetle-headed, lycoriſhdrones ; avoid'em, and hate*m as 
they hate you, F 2 Hor. 


*tis, fince I can'tlove'em, to be re- 
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Hor, Becauſe I do hate'em, and wou'd hateem yet more, 
Pll a you may ſee by Marriage, nothing makes 
an 


a Man hatea Woman more, than her conſtant converſation : 
Tn ſhort, I converſe with'em, as you do with rich Fools, to 
laugh at'em, and uſe'em ill. | 

Dor. But I wou'd no more Sup with Women, unleſs [:cou'd 
lye with'em, than Sup with a rich Coxcomb, unleſs I cou'd 
cheat him. 

Hor. Yes, I have known thee Sup with a Fool, for his drink- 
ing, if he cou'd ſet out your hand that way only ,. you were 
ſatisfy*'d 3 and if he were a Wine-ſwallowing mouth *twas 
enough. 

Har Yes, a Man drink's often with a Fool,as he toſles with 
- _ only to keep his hand in Ure;z but do the Ladies 

rink ? 

Hor. Yes, Sir, and I ſhall have the pleaſure at- leaſt of lay- 
ing em flat with. a Bottle 3. and bring as much ſcandal that 
way upon'em, as formerly t'other. 

Har. Perhaps-you may prove as weak-a Brother.amongſt'em 
that way, as other. , 

Dor. Foh, drinking with Women, is as unnatural, as ſcold- 


ing with'emz but tis a pleaſure of decay'd Fornicators , and. 


the baſeſt way of quenching Love. 

Har. Nay, 'tis drowning Love, inſtead of quenching. it ; 
but leave us for civil Women too! 

Dor. Ay, when he can't be the better for'em 3 we hardly 
pardon a Man, that leaves his Friend for a Wench, and that's 
a pretty lawful call. 

Hor. Faith, I wou'd not leave you for'em, if they wou'd 
not drink. 

Dor. Who wou'd diſappoint his Company at Lewis's, for 
a. Goſfiping ? 

Har. Foh, Wine and Women good apart, together as 
nauſeous as Sack. and Sugar : But hark you, Sir, before you 
go, 2 little of your advice, an old maim'd General , when 
unfit for aCtion is fitteſt for Counſel ; I have other deſigns 
upon Women, than eating and drinking with them; Iam in 


love. 


y 
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fove with Sparkiſ's Miſtriſs, whom he is to marry to mor- 
row, now how ſhall I get her ? 

Enter Sparkiſh, looking about. 

Hor. Why, here comes one will help you to her. 

Har, Re! he, Ftell-you; is my Rival, and will hinder my 
love. 

Hor, No, a fooliſh'Rival, and a jealous Husband afliſt their 
Rivals deſigns; for they are ſure to make their Women hate 
them, which is the firſt ſtep to their love, for another Man. 

Har. But I cannot come near his Miſtriſs, but in his com- 


ny. 

Hor. Still the: better for you, for Fools are moſt ealily 
cheated, when they themſelves are acceſlarics; and he 1s to 
be bubled of his Miſtrifs, as of his Money, the common + Mt- 
ſtrils, by keeping him company. 

Spar. Who is that, that is to be bubled ? Faith let me 
ſnack, I han't met» with a buble ſince Chriſtmas : gad; I 
think bubles are like their Brother Woodcocks, go out with 
the cold weather. 

Har, A Pox, hedid not hear all I hope. [4part to Horner. 

Spar, Come, you bubling Rogues you, where do we 
ſup Oh, Harcourt, my Miſtriſs tells me, you: have been 
making fierce love to her all the Play long, hah, ha 
but I 

Hay. I make love to her? 

Spar, Nay, I forgive thee ; for I think I know thee, and 
FEknow her, but I am ſure I know my felf. 

Her, Did ſhe tell you ſo ? I ſee all Women are like theſe 

of the Fxchange., who to enhance the price of their commo- 
dities ,. report to their fond Cuſtomers offers which were: 
never made'em. 
Hor. Ay, Women are as apt to tell before the intrigue , as 
Men after it , and ſo ſhew themſelves the vainer Sex 3 but 
haſt thou a Miſtriſs, Sparkiſþ 2? 'tis as hard for me to believe 
it, as that thou ever had(t a buble, as you brag'd juſt now. 

Spar. O your Servant, Sir; are you at your raillery, Sir ? 
but we. were. ſome of .us beforehand with you td day at the- 

E-2; Play: : 
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Play : the Wits were ſomething bold with you, Sir 3 did you 
not hear us laugh ? 

Har, Yes,But I thought you had gone to Plays, to laugh at 
'the Poets wit, not at your own. 

Spar. Your Servant , Sir, no I thank you; gad I goto 
a Play as to a Country-treat, I carry my own wine to 
one, and my own wit to tother, or elſe I'm ſure I ſhou'd 
not be merry at either; and the reaſon why we are fo 
often lowder, than the Players, is, becauſe we think we ſpeak 
more wit, and ſo become the Poets Rivals in his audience : 
for to tell you the truth, we hate the lilly Rogues z nay, ſo 
much that we find fault even with their Bawdy upon the 
Stage , whilſt we talk nothing elſe in the Pit as lowd. 

Hor. But, why ſhould'ſt thou hate the filly Poets, thou haſt 
too-much wit to be one, and they like Whores are only hated 
by each other 3 and thon doſt ſcorn writing, Tam fure. - 

Spar. Yes, I'd have you to know, I ſcorn writing 3 but Wo- 
men, Women, that make Men do all fooliſh things, make'em 
write Songs too 3 every body does it : 'tisev'nas common with 


Lovers, as playing with fansz and you can no more help 


Rhyming to your Phyl/is, than drinking to your Phyllis. 

Har. Nay , Poetry in love is no more to be avoided, than 
jealouſy. 

Dor. But the Poets damn'd your Songs, did they? 

Spar. Damn the Poets, they turn'd'em into Burleſque, as 
they call it z that Burleſque 18a Hocas-Pocas-trick, they have 
got, which by the virtue of HiGivs doG@ivs, topſey turvey", 
they make a wiſe and witty Man in the World, a Fool upon 
the Stage you know not how 3 and 'tis therefore I hate'em 
too, for I know not but it may be my own caſe; for they'l 
put a Man into a Play for looking a Squint : Their Prede- 
cellors were contented to make Serving-men only their Stage- 
Fools , but theſe Rogues muſt have Gentlemen, with a Pox 
to'em, nay Knights : and indeed you ſhall hardly ſee a Fool 
upon the frogs, bee he's a Knight; and to tell you the truth, 


they have kept me theſe fix years from being a Knight in earn- 
eſt, for fear of being knighted in a Play, and dubb'd a Fool. 


Dor. 
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Der. Blame'em not, they muſt follow theit Copy, the Age. 

Ner. But why ſhould'ſt thou be afraid'of being in a Play, 
who expoſe your ſelf every day in the Play-houſes, and as 
publick Places. 

Hor. 'Tis but being on the Stage, inſtead of ſtanding on a 
Bench in the Pir. 

Dor. Don't you give money to Painters to draw you like 3 
and are you afraid of your Pictures, at length in a Play- houſe, 
where all. your Miſtreſſes may fee you. 

Spar. A Pox, Painters don't draw the Small Pox, or Pim-- 
ples in ones face 3 come damn all your filly Authors what- 
ever, all Books and Bookſellers, by the World, and all Rea- 
ders, courteous Or uncourteous, i 

Har. But, who comes here, Sparkiſh'? 

Enter Mr. Pinchwife, and bis Wife in Mans Cloaths, 
: — Lucy =_ _— PR 

Spar, Oh hide me, there's my Mi- arkiſh hides J 
ferit tOO. | nd Haroars 7 

Har. She fees you. 

Sper. But I will not ſee her, *'tis time to go-to Whitehel, . 
and I muſt not fail the drawing Room. 

Har. Pray, firſt carry me, and reconcile meto her. 

Spar. Another time, faith the King will haveſup'e. - 

Har. Not with the worſe ſtomach for thy abſence; -thou 
art one of thoſe Fools, that think their attendance at the 
King's Meals, as neceſſary as his Phyſicians , when you are - 
more tronbleſom to him, than his DoGtors, or his Dogs 

Spar. Pſhaw, I know my intereſt , Sir, prethee hide me, 

Hor. Your Servant, Pinchwife, —— what he knows nos 
not | 

My. Pin. Come along. [To his Wiſe aftde. 

Mrs. Pix. Pray, have you any Ballads, give me ſix-penny: 
worth ? wo 

Claſp: . We have no Ballads. | 

Mrs. Pin, 'Then give me ConontegardemDrollery', and a 
Play or two———Oh here's Tar»gos Wiles, and the Slighted 
Maiden, I'll have them. 


Hr, Pins 
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Mr. Pin. No, Playes are not for your reading.3 come along, 
will you diſcover your ſelf? [ Apart to her. 

Hor. Who is that pretty Youth with him , Sparkifþ £ 

Spar. I believe his Wife's Brother, becauſe he's ſomething 
like her, but I never ſaw her but once. 

Hor. Extreamly handſom, I have ſeen a face like it too 3; 
let us follow-em. 

Exennt Pinchwife, Miſtriff Pinchwife. 
Alithea, Lucy, Horner,Dorilant fo/owing theme. 

Har, Come, Sparkiſh, your Miſtriſs ſaw you, and will be 
angry you go not to her 3 beſides I wou'd fain be reconcil'd 
to her, which none but you can do, dear Friend. 

Spar, Well that's a better reaſon, dear Friend 3 I wow'd 
not go near her now, for her's, or my own ſake, but I can 
deny you nothing; for though I have known thee a great 
while, never go, if I do not love thee, as well as a new Ac- 
-quaintance, 

Har. I am oblig'd to. you indeed, dearFriend, I wow'd 
be well with her only , to be well with thee ſtill; for theſe 
gyes to Wives uſually diſſolve all tyes to Friends : I wou'd be 
contented , ſheſhou'd enjoy you a nights, but I wou'd have 
you to my ſelf a dayes, as I have had, dear Friend. 

Spar. And thou ſhalt enjoy me a dayes, dear, dear Friend, 
never ſtir; and I'll be divorced from her, ſooner than from 
thee 3 come along 

Har. So we are hard put to't, when we make our Rival 
our Procurer 3 but neither ſhe, nor her Brother, wou'd let 
me come near her now : when all's done, a Rival is the 
beſt cloak to, ſteal to.a Miſtreſs under , without ſuſpicions 
and when we have once got to her as we deſire, we throw 
him off like other Cloaks. [Aſede. 

[ Exit Sparkiſh, a»d Harcourt following him. 
Re-enter Mr. Pinchwife, Miſtreſs Pinchwife in 
Man's Cloaths. Ay 
Mr, Pin, Siſter, if you will not go; we muſt leave yau——- 
; | | {To Alithea, 
The Fool her Gallant, and ſhe, will muſter up all the young 
an- 
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fanterers of this place, and they will leave their dear Seam- 
{treſles to follow us; what a ſwarm of Cuckolds, and Cuc- 
kold-makers are here? [Alide, 
Comelet's be gone Miſtriſs Margery. 

Mrs. Pin. Don't you believe that, I han't half my belly full 
of lights yet. 

Mr. Pin. Then walk this way. 

Mrs. Pin. Lord, what a power of brave ſigns are here! 
ſtay the Bull's-head, the Rams-head, and the Stags-head, 
Dear | 

Mr. Pin. Nay, if every Huſbands proper fign here were vi- 
fible , they wou'd be all alike. 

Mrs. Pin. What d'ye mean by that, Bud ? 

Mr. Pin. 'Tis no matter no matter, Bud. 

Mrs. Pin, Pray tell me; nay, I will know. 

Mr. Pin. They wou'd be all Bulls, Stags, and Rams heads. 

[Exennt Mr. Pinchwife, Mrs. Pinchwife, 
Re-enter Sparkiſh, Harcourt, Alithea, Lucy, 
at t'other door. 

Spar. Come, dear Madam, for my ſake you ſhall be recon- 
ciled to him. 

Alith. For your ſake I hate him. 

Har. That's ſomething too cruel, Madam, to hate me for 
his ſake, 

Sper. Ay indeed, Madam, too, too cruel to me, to hate my 
Friend for my ſake, 

Alith. I hate him becauſe he is your Enemy; and you 
ought to hate him too, for making love to me,if you love me. 

Spar. That's a good one, I hate a Man for loving you , if 
he did love you, 'tis but what he can't help , and *tis your 
fault not his, if he admires you : I hate a Man for being of 
my opinion, I'll ne'er do't, by the World. 

Alith. Is it for your honour or mine, to ſuffera Man to make 
love to me, who am to marry you to morrow ? 

Spar. Is it for your honour or mine, to have me jealous ? 
That he makes love to you, is a ſign you are handſome; and 


that I am not jealous, is a ſign you are virtuous, that I think 
is for your honour, Alith, 
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Alith, But tis your honour:too, I amconcerned-'for, 

Har,» But why, dearelt Madam, will you be more concern'd 
for his honour, than he is himſelf; let his honour alone for 


my ſake, and his, he, he, has-no honour 

Spar, How's that ? 

Har. But what, my dear Friend can guard himſelf. 

Spar, O ho that's right again. 

Har. Your care of his honour argues his negle& of it, which 
1s no honour to.my dear Friend here ; therefore once more, 
let his honour go which way it will, dear Madam. 

Spar, Ay, ay, were it for my honour to marry a Woman, 
whoſe virtue I ſuſpeted, and cowd not truſt her in a Friends: 
hands ?. 

Alith. Are you not afraid to looſe me ? 

Har. Heafraid to looſe you, Madam ! No, no———you may 
ſee how the moſt eſtimable, and moſt-glorious Creature in the 
World, is valued by him; will you not ſee it ? 

Spar. Right, honeſt Fraxck, 1 bave that noble value for 
her, that I cannot be jealous of her. 

Alith, You miſtake him , he means you care not for me, 
nor who has me. 

Spar. Lord, Madam, I fee you are jealous 3 will you wreſt 
a poor Mans meaning from his words ? 

Alith. You aſtoniſh me, Sir, with your want of jealouſfie. 

Spar. And you make me guiddy, Madam, with your jea- 
louſie, and fears, and virtue, and honour 3 gad, I ſee virtue 
makes a Woman as troubleſome , as a little reading , or 
learning. 

Alith. Monſtrous / 

Lacy, [Well to ſee what eafie Huſbands theſe Women of 

lity can meet with, a poor Chamber- maid can never have 
ſuch Lady-like luck 3 belides he' s thrown away upon her, 
ſhe'l make no uſe of her fortune, her bleſſing,none to a Gentle- 
man, for a pure Cuckold, for it requires good breeding to be 
a Cuckold. [ Behind. 
Alith. I tell you then plainly, he purſucs me to marry me. 
Spar, Plhaw—— 


Har, 
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Har. Come, Madam, =_ ſee you ſtrive in vain to make 

him jealous of me 3 my dear Friend is the kindeſt Creature 
in the World to me. 


Spar. Poor fellow. 
Har, But his kindneſs only is not enough for me, without 


your favour ; your good opinion, dear Madam, 'tis that muſt 
perfe& my happineſs : good Gentlemaa he believes all I ſay, 
wou'd you wou'd do fo, jealous of me! I wou'd not wrong 
himnor you for the World. 

Spar. Look you there; hear him, hear 
him, and donot walk away ſo. 

Har, I love you, Madam, fo—— 

Spar, How's that | Nay—— now you begin to go too far 
indeed. 

Har. So much I confeſs, I fay I love you, that I wou'd 
not have you miſerable, and caft your ſelf away upon fo un- 
worthy , and inconfiderable a thing, as | Clapping bis hand on 
what you ſee here, his breaſt , points at 

Sparkilh. 

Spar, No faith, I believe thou woud'ſtnot , now his mean- 
ing "7 plain: but I knew before thou woud'ſt not wrong me 
nor her, 

Har, No, no, Heavens forbid, the glory of her Sex ſhou'd 
fall ſo low as into the embraces of ſuch a contemptible 
Wretch, the laſt of Mankind ——my dear Friend here—— 
T injure him, [Embracing Sparkiſh. 

Alith, Very well. 

Spar. No, no, dear Friend, I knew it Madam , you fee he 
will rather wrong himſelf than me, in giving himſelf ſuch 
names. 

Alith. Do not you underſtand him yet? 

Spar. Yes, how modeſtly he ſpeaks of himſelf , poor 
Fellow. 

Alith, Methinks he ſpeaks impudently of your ſelf, fince— 
before your ſelf too, infomuch that I can no longer ſuffer 


his ſcurrilous abuſiveneſs to you, no more than his love to me. 
[ Offers to go. 


G 2 Spar, 


Alithea walks care- 
leſily, to and fro. 
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Spar» Nay, nay, Madaw, pray ſtay, his love to you : Lord; 
Madam, has he not ſpoke Janpiin cough? 


Alith. Yes indeed:, I ſhou'd think (o. 

Spar. Well then, by the World, a Man can't ſpeak civilly 
to a Woman now., but prefently ſhe ſays , he makes love to 
her : Nay, Madam, you ſhall ſtay , with your pardon, fince 
you have not. yet underſtood him , till he has made an eelair- 
ciſment of his love to you, that is what kind of love it isz anf- 
wer to thy Catechiſme : Friend , do you love my Miltriſs 
here ? 

Har.. Yes, I wiſh ſhe wou'd not doubt it. 

Spar. But how do you love her ? 

Har. With all my Soul. 

Alith, 1 thank him, methinks he ſpeaks plain enough now: 

Spar. You are out.(till. [to Alithea.. 
But with what kind of love, Harcourt ? 

Har. With the beſt, and trueſt love inthe World. 

Spar.. Look you there then, that is with no matrimonial 
love, I'm ſure. | 

Alith. How's that, do you ſay matrimonial love is not beſt? 

Spar. Gad, I wenttoo far e're I was aware : But ſpeak for 
thy ſelf Harcourt , you ſaid you wou'd not wrong me, nor 
her. . 

Har. No, no, Madam, e'n take him for Heaven's fake. 

Spar. Look you there, Madam. 

Har. Who ſhou'd in all juſtice be yours, | Claps his hand 
he that loves you moſt. on his breaſt. 

Alith. Look you there, Mr. Spark», who's that ? 

Spar. Who ſhou'd it be? go on Harcourt. 

Har. Who loves you more than Women, Titles, or fortune 
Fools. [Points at Sparkiſh, 

Spar. Look you there, he means me ſtil, for he points at 
me. 

Alith. Ridiculous! 

: Har. Who can only match your Faith, and conſtancy in 
OVE. . 
Spar. Ay. 


Hars 
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Har. Who knows, .if it-be poſſible, how to value ſo much 
beauty and virtue. 

Spar. Ay. 

Her. Whoſe love can no more-be equall'd in the world, 
than that Heavenly form of yours. 

Spar, No | 

Har. Who cou'd no more ſuffer a Rival, than your abſence, 
and yet cou'd-no more ſuſpect. your virtue, than his own con- 
ſtancy in his love to you. 

Spar. No : 

Har. Who in fine loves you better than his eyes , that firſt 
made him love you. 

Spar,. Ay——nay, Madam, faith you ſhan't go, till 

Alith, Have a care, leſt you make me ſtay too long 

Spar, But till he has ſaluted you; that I may be; aſſur'd 
you are friends,after his honeſt advice and declaration : Come 
pray, Madam, be friends with him. 

Enter Maſter Pinchwife, Miſtriſs Pinchwife. 

Alith. You muſt pardon me, Sir, that I am not yet fo obe- 
dient to you. 

Mr. Pin, What, invite your Wife to kiſs Men ? Monſtrous, 
are you not aſham'd ? I will never forgive you. 

Spar. Are you not aſham'd, that I ſhou'd have more con- 
fidence'in the chaſtity of your Family , than you have; you 
muſt not teach me, I am a man of honour, Sir, though I am 
frank and free; I am frank, Sir 

Mr. Pin. Very frank, Sir, to ſhare your Wife with your 
friends. 

Spar. Heis an humble,menial Friend, ſuch as reconciles the 
differences of the Marriage-bed 3 you know Man and Wife 
do not alwayes agree, [ delign him for that uſe, therefore 
wou'd have him well with my Wite, 

Mr. Pin, A mental Friend you will-get a great many: 
menial Friends, by ihewing your Wife as you do. 

Spar. What th<n,it may be I have a pleaſure in't,as I have 
to ſhew fine Clothes, at a Play-houſle the firſt day, and count : 
money b<fore poor Rogues. 


G.3 Mr. Pins. 
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Mr. Pin, He that ſhews his wife, or money will be in dan- 
ger of having them borrowed ſometimes. 

Spar, I love to beenvy'd , and wou'd not marry a Wife , 
that I alone cou'd love; loving alone is as dull , as eating 
alone; is it not a frank age, and I ama frank Perſon? and to 
tell you the truth , it may be I love to have Rivals in a Wife, 
they make her ſeem to a Man till, but as a kept Miſtriſs 3 and 
ſogood night , for I muſt to Whitehal, Madam , I hope you 
are now reconcil'd to my Friend; and ſo I wiſh you a good 
tight, Madam, and (ſleep if you can, for to morrow you know 
I muſt vifit you early with a Canonical Gentleman. Good 
night dear Harcourt. [ Exit Sparkiſh, 

Har, Madam, I hope you will not refuſe my viſit to mor- 
row, if it ſhow'd be earlyer, with a Canonical Gentleman , 
than Mr. Sparkiſh's. 

Mr. Pin, This Gentle-woman is yet under my care, there- 
fore you mult yet forbear your freedom | Coming between Ali- 
with her, Sir. thea and Harcourt, 


Har. Muſt, Sir 

Mr. Pin. Yes, Sir, (he is my Siſter. 

Har. 'Tis well ſhe is, Sir——-forl muſt be her Servant, Sir. 
Madam 

Mr. Pir, Come away Siſter , we had been gone , if it had 
not beenfor you, and ſo avoided theſe lewd Rakehells, who 
ſeem to haunt us. 

Enter Horner, Dorilant to them. 

Hor, How now Pinchwife £ 

Mr. Pin. Your Servant. 

Hor. What, I ſee a little time in the Country makes a 


Man turn wild and unſociable, and only fit to converſe with 
his Horſes, Dogs, and his Herds. 
Mr. Pin. I have buſineſs, Sir, and muſt «mind it 3 your bufi- 
neſs is pleaſure, therefore you and I muſt go different wayes. 
Hor. Well, you may go on, but this pretty young Gentle- 
man [Takes hold of Mrs, Pinchwite. 
Har. The Lady —— 
Dor, And the Maid —— 


Hor, 
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Hor. Shall ſtay with us , for I ſuppoſe their buſineſs is the 
fame with ours, pleaſure. 

Mr. Pim. 'Sdeath he knows her, ſhe carries it ſo fillily, yet 
if he does not, I ſhou'd be more ſilly ta diſcover it firlt, ['{4ſide. 

Alith. Pray, let us go, Sir. 

Ar. Pin. Come, come 

Hor, Had you not rather ſtay with us ? [to Mrs. Pinchwife. 
Prethee Pirchwife, whois this pretty young Gentleman ? 

Mr. Pin. One to whom I'm a guardian. 
[I wiſh I cow'd keep her out of your hands —— [ Aſede. 
Hor, Who is he? I neverſaw any thing ſo pretty inall my 
life. 

Atr./Pin, Pſhaw, do not look upon him fo much, he's a poor 
baſhful youth, you'l puthim out of countenance. Come away 
Brother. [ Offers to take her away. 

Hor, O your Brother !- 

Mr. Pin. Yes, my Wifes Brother z come, come, ſhe'l ſtay 
ſupper for us. 

Hor, 1 thought ſo, for he is very like her I ſaw you at 
the Play with, -whom I told you, I was in love with. 

Mrs. Pin. O Jeminy ! is this he that was in love with me, 
I am glad on't I vow, for he's a curious fine Gentleman, and 


I love him already too. Aſide. 
Is this he Bud ? [ to Mr. Pinchwife. 
Mr. Pin. Come away, come away. [To bis Wife. 


Hor, Why, what haſt are you in? why wont you let me 
talk with him? 

Mr. Pin. Becauſe yowl debauch him, he's yet young and 
innocent, and I wou'd not have him debauch'd for any 
thing in the World. 

How ſhe gazes on him ! the Divel-—— Aſide. 

Hor, 'Harconrt, Dorilant, look you here, this is the likeneſs 
of that Dowdey' he told us of, his Wife, did you ever feea 
lovelyer Creature? the Rogue has reaſon to be jealous of his 
Wife, firce ſhe is like him, for ſhe wou'd make all that ſee 
her , in love with her. 

Har. And as I remember now,ſhe is aslike him here as can be.- 

Dor. - 
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Dor. She is indeed very pretty, if ſhe be like him. 


Hor, Very pretty , a very pretty commendation ſhe 


1s a glorious Creature, beautiful beyond all things I ever 
beheld. 


Ar. Pin. So, (o. 

Har, More beautiful than a Poets firſt Miſtriſs of Imagi- 
nation, 

Hor. Or another Mans laſt Miſtriſs of fleſh and blood. 

Mrs. Pin. Nay, now you jeer, Sirz pray don't jeer me—— 


Mr.. Pin, Come, come. [By Heavens ſhe'l diſcover her 
ſelf. [ Aſide. 


Hor. I ſpeak of your Siſter, Sir. 

Mr. Pin, Ay, but ſaying ſhe was handſom, if like him,made 
him bluſh. FI am upona wrack—— [ Aſide. 
Hor. Methinks he is ſo handſom , he ſhou'd not be a Man. 

Ar. Pin. O there 'tis out, he has diſcovered her, I am 

not able to ſuffer any longer. | 
[ Come, come away, I fay=— [To his Wife, 
Hor. Nay, by your leave, Sir, he ſhall not go yet 
Harcourt, Dorilant, let us torment this jealous Rogue a little. 
[ To thees, 


Hor, I'll ſhew you. 

Mr. Piz. Come, pray let him go, I cannot ſtay fooling any 
longer; I tell you his Siſter ſtays ſupper for us. 

Hor. Do's ſhe, come then we'l all go ſup with her and thee. 

Mr, Pin, No, now I think on't, having ſtaid ſo long for 
us, I warrant ſhe's gone to bed [1 wiſh ſhe and I 
were well out of their hands | [ Aſide. 
Come, I muſtriſe early to morrow, come. 


Hor, Well then, if ſhe be gone to bed , I wiſh her and you 


a good night. But pray, young Gentleman, preſent-my hum- 
ble ſervice to her. 


Mrs. Pin. Thank you heartily, Sir. 
Mr. Pix. S'death , ſhe will diſcover her ſelf yet in ſpight 
of me, (Aſide. 
He 
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He is ſomething more civil to'you, for your kindneſs to his 
Siſter, than I am, it ſeems. 3 | 
Hor, Tell her, dear ſweet little Gentleman, for all your Bro- 
ther there, that you have reviv'd the love, I had for her at 
firſt fight in the Blay-houſe. 
Mrs. Piz. But did you love her indeed, and indeed? 


Mr. Pin. So, (o. [ Aſide. 
Away, I ſay. 

Hor. Nay ſtay; yes indeed, atid indeed ; pray do youtell 
her ſo, and give her this kiſs from me. [Kiſſes ber. 


Mr. Pix. O Heavens! what do 1 ſuffer; now 'tis too plain 
he knows her, and yet [Aſede. 
Hor. And this/and this [Kiſſes her again. 

Mrs. Pin. What do you kiſs me for, I am no Woman. 

Mr. Pin, So —— there *tis our, [ Aſide. 
Come, I cannot, nor will ſtay any longer. 

Hor, Nay, they ſhall ſend your Lady a kiſs too 5 here Har 
conrt, Dorilant, will you not ? {They kif# ber. 

Mr. Pix. How, do ſuffer this > was I not accufing another 
juſt now, for this raſcally patience, in permitting bis Wiſe 
to be kiſs'd before his face? ten thouſand ulcers gnaaw away 
their lips. [Aſtde. 
Come, come. 

Hor. Good night dear little Gentleman 3 Madam good- 
night 3 farewel Pinchwife. [Did not I tell you, I wou'd 
raiſe his jealous gall, [Apart to Harcourt and Dorilant. 

[Exennt Horner, Harcourt, and Dorilant. 

Mr. Pin. So they are gone at laſt 3 ſtay, let me ſee firſt if 


the Coach be at this door. [ Exit. 
Hor. What not gone yet? will you be ſureto do as I deſt- 
red you, ſweet Sir ? Horner , Harcourt, Dort- 


lant return. 
Mrs. Pin. Sweet Sir, but what will you give me then? 
Hor. Any thing,come away into | Exit Horner,baling away 
the next walk. Mrs. Pinchwite. 
Alith, Hold, hold, whatd'ye da? , 
Lucy. Stay, (tay, hold 


= Har, 
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Har. Hold Madam, hold, let him preſent him, hel come 
preſently 3 nay, I will never. let you go, till you anſwer my 


queſtion. Almhea, Lucy 

Lncy, For God's ſake, Sir,l muſt follow'em. | ferngling with 

Dor. No, I have ſomething to preſent you | Harcourt, and 
with too, you ſhan't follow them. Dortlant. 

Pinchwife returns. 

Mr. Pin. Where? how? —what's become of ? gohe— 
whither ? | | 

Lucy. He's only gone with the Gentleman , who will give 
him ſomething, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Mr. Pin. Something--— give him fometþing, with a Pox— 
where are they ?. - | 

Alith. Iathe next walk only, Brother. 

Mr. Pin, Only, only 3 where, where ? 

Exit Pinchwife, and returns preſently, 
then goes ont again. . 

Har. What's the matter with him ? why ſo much concern'd ? 
but deareſt Madam 

Alith. Pray, let me go, Sir, I have ſaid, and ſuffer'd enough 
already. 

Har. Then you will not look upon, nor pitty my ſuffe- 
rings ? 

Slith, To look. upon'em, when I cannot help'em, were 
cruelty, not pitty, therefore I will never ſee you more, 

Har. Let me then, Madam, have my priviledge of a bani- 
ſhed Lover, complaining or railing , and giving you but a 
farewell reaſon; why, if you-cannot condefeend to marry me, 
you ſhou'd not take that wretch my Rival. 

Alith. He only, not you, fince my honour is engag'd fo far 
to him, can give me a reaſon, why I ſhou'd not marry him ; 
but if he be trne, and what I think himto me, I muſt be fo 
to him ; your Servant, Sir. 

Har. Have Women only conſtancy when 'tis a vice , and 
like fortune only true to fools ? 

Dor. Thou ſha't not ſtir thou robuſt Creature , you ſee I 
can deal with yau, thereforefore you ſhou'd ſtay the _ 

an 
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and be kind. [To Lucy, who ſtrnggles toget from bias. 
Enter Pinchwite. t 

Mr. Pin. Gone, gone, not to be found 3 quite gone, ten 
thouſand plagues go with'em , which way went they ? 

&lith. But into t'other walk, Brother. 

Lucy. Their bufineſs will be done preſently ſure,an't pleaſe 
your Worſhip, it can't be long in doing Im ſure ore; 

Alith. Are they not there ? 

Mr. Pin. No, you know where they are, you infamous 
Wretch, Eternal ſhame of your Family, which you do not dis- 
honour enough your ſelf, you think, but you muſt help herto 
doit too, thou legion of Bawds, 

Alith, Good Brother. 

Mr. Pin, Damn'd, damn'd Siſter. 


Alith. Look you here, ſhe's coming. 
Enter Miſtrifs Pinchwife in Mans cloaths, running with 


her hat under her arm, full of Oranges and dried 
wit, Horner following. 
Ars, Pin, O dear Bud, look you here what I have got, ſee. 
Mr. Pin. And what I have got here too, | Aſide rubbing his 


which you can't ſee. forehead, 
Mrs. Pin, The fine Gentleman has given me better things 
yet. 
Mr. Pin. Ha's he fo ? [Out of breath and colour d— 
I muſt hold yet. 4fde. 
ir, 


Hor. I haveonly given your little Brother an Orange, Sir 

Mr. Pin. Thank you, Sir. {To Horner, 
You have only ſqueez'd my Orange, I ſuppoſe, and given it 
me again; yet I muſt have a City-patience. [ A(ide. 
Come, come away [To his Wife. 

Mrs. Pin. Stay, till I have put up my fine things, Bud, 

Enter Sir Jaſpar Fidget. 

Sr. Jaſ. O Maſter Horner, come, come, the Ladies [tay for 

you; your Miſtriſs, my Wife, wonders you make not more 


haſt to her. . 
Hor. TI have ſtaid this halfhour for you here, and 'tis your 


fault I am not now with your Wife, 
H 2 Sr. Jaf. 


/ 
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Sr; Faſ. But pray, don't let her know ſo much, the truth 
on't is, I was advancing a certain Project to his Majeſty, a- 
bout-——T1] tell you. 

Hor. No, let's go, and hear it at your houſe: Good night 
ſweet little Gentleman 3 one kiſs more, you'l remember me 
now I hope. [ Kiſſes her, 

Dor. What, Sir. Jaſper, will you ſeparate Friends ? he pro- 
mis'd to ſup with us; and if you take him to your houſe, you'l 
be in danger of our company too. | 

Sr. Tf. Alas Gentlemen my houſe is not fit for you, there 
are none but civil Women there, which are not for your turn 
he you know can bear with the ſociety of civil Women., 
now, ha, ha, ha; beſides he's one of my Family ; he's— . 
heh, heh, heh. | 

Dor. What is he ? 

Sr. Faſ. Faith. my Eunuch, fince you'l have it, heh, he, he. 

[ Exit Sir Jaſpar Fidget, and Horner.. 

Dor. I rather wiſh:thou wert his, or my Cuckold : Har- 
court, what a good. Cuckold is loſt there, for want of a Man to- 
make him one; thee and I cannot have Horzers privilege, 
who can make uſe of it. 

Har. Ay, to poor Horner 'tis like coming to an eſtate at 
threeſcore, when a Man can't be the better for't. 

Av. Pin, Come. 

Mrs, Pin, Preſently Bud. 

Dor. Come let us gotoo : Madam,your Servant. [To Alith, 
Good night Strapper,—— [To Lucy. 

Har. Madam. though you will not let me have a good. day. 
or night, I wiſh you one 3 but dare not name the other. half 
of my wiſh. | 

Alith, Gaod night , Sir , for ever. 

Mrs. Pin. 1'don't know where to put this here, dear Bud, 
you: ſhall eat it 3-nay, you ſhall havepart ofthe fine Gentle- 
_ good things , or treat as you call it, when we come 

OE. 

Hr. Pc Indeed I deſerve it; frace I furniſh'd the beſt part 

fic, [Strikes amay the Grate 
e 
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The Gallant treates, preſents, and gives the Ball; 
But *tis the abſent Cuckold, pays for all. 


—_— — 


ACT 4 SCENE «rn. 


In Pinchwife*s houſe in the morning. 
Lucy , Alithea dref'd in new Cloths, 


Lucy. WE: Madam, now have I dreſfs'd you, and 

| ſet you out with ſo many ornaments; and ſpent 
upon you ounces of eſſence, and pulvilio; and all this for no 
other purpoſe , but as People adorn, and perfume a Corps, 
for a ſtinking! ſecond-hand-grave , ſuch or as bad I think Ma- 
ſter Sparkiſh's bed. 

Alith, Hold your peace. - 

Lucy. Nay, Madam , I will ask you the reaſon, why yon 
wou'd baniſh poor Maſter Harcourt for ever from your fight? 
how cou'd you be ſo hard-hearted ? 

Alh, 'T was becauſe I was not hard-hearted; 

Lucy. No,no3 'twas ſtark love and kindneſs, I warrant. 

Alith. It was ſo ; I wou'd ſeg him no more, becauſe I love. 
him. 

Lucy. Hey day, a very pretty reafon. 

Alith. You do not underſtand me. 

Eucy. T wiſh you may your ſelf. 

Alith. I was engag'd to marry,you ſee, another man, whom 
wy juſtice will not ſuffer me to deceive, or injure. 

Lucy. Can there be a greater cheat, or wrong done to a 
Man, than to give him your perſon , without your heart:, I 
ſhou'd make a conſcience of it. 

Alith. I'll retrieve it for himafter I am married a while. 

Lucy. The Woman that marries to love better, - will be as 
mach miſtaken,as the'Wencher that marries to live better. No; 
Madam, marrying toencreaſc love, is like gaming to become 
xich ; alas you only looſe , what little ſtock-you had before. 

| H3 Alith. 
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"  Alith, 1 find by yourRhetorick you have been brib'd to 
betray me. 

Lucy. Only by his merit, that has brib'd your heart you ſee 
againſt your word, and rigid honourz but what a Divel is 
this honour? 'tis ſure a diſeaſe in the head, like the Megrim, 
or Falling-fickneſs, that alwayes hurries People away to do 
themſelves miſchief; Men looſe their lives by it : Women 
what's dearer to'em, their love, the life of life. 

Alith. Come, pray talk you no more of honour, nor Ma- 
ſter Harcourt 3 I wiſh the other wou'd come, to ſecure my fi- 
delity to him, and his right in me. 

Lucy. You will marry him then ? 

4lith, Certainly, I have given him already my word, and 
will my hand too, to make it good when he comes, 

Lucy, Well, I wiſh I may never ſtick pin more, if he be 
not an errant Natural, to t'other fine Gentleman. 

Alith. T own he wants the wit of Harcourt, which I will 
diſpenſe withal, for another want he has, which is want of 
jealoufie, which men of wit ſeldom want. 

Lucy. Lord, Madam, what ſhou'd you dowitha fool to your 
kuſband, you intend to be honeſt don't you ? then that bus- 
bandly virtue, credulity, is thrown away upon you. 

Alith, He only that could ſuſpet my virtue, fhou'd have 
cauſe todoits 'tis Sparkiſh's confidence in my truth , that o- 
bliges me to be ſo faithful to him. 

Lucy. You are not ſure his opinion may laſt. 

Alith, I am ſatisfied, 'tis impoſlible for him to be jealous, 
after the proofs I have had of him: Jealouſie in a Husband, 
Heaven defend me from it, it begets a thouſand plagues to a 
pour Woman, the loſs of her honour, her quiet, and her 

Lucy. And her pleaſure. 

Alith. What d'ye mean, Jmpertinent ? 

Lucy, Liberty isa-great pleaſure, Madam. 

Alith. I ſay loſs of her honour, her quiet, nay,ber life ſome- 
times-3 -and what's as bad-almoſt, the loſs of this Town, that 
is, (he is ſent into the Country, whichis the laſt il] uſage of a 


Husbagd to a Wife, I think, 


Lucy, 
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Lncy. O do's the wind tye there ? [Afide. 
Then of neceſiity,” Madam, you think a man muſt carry his 
Wife into the Country , if he be wiſe 3 the Country is as ter- 
rible I find to our young Engliſh Ladies, as a Monaſtery to 
thoſe abroad : and on my Virginity, I think they wou'd ra- 
ther marry a London-Goaler, than a high Sheriff of a County, 
fince neither can ſtir from his employment: formerly Women 
of wit married Fools, for a great Eſtate, a fine ſeat,or the like; 
but now 'tis for a pretty ſeat only in Lincolws Inn-fields, St. 
James'sfields, or the Pall-onal. 

Enter to them Sparkiſh, ard Harcourt dreff'd like a Parſon. 

Spar. Madam, your humbleServant , a happy day-to you, 
and to us all. 

Har. Amen, — 

Alith. Who have we here? 

Spar, My Chaplain faith-—.-O Madam, poor Herconrt re- 
metabers his humble'fervice to you; and in ence to your 
laſt commands, refrains coming into your fight. 

Alith, Is not that he ? 

Spar, No, fye no; but to ſhew that he ne're intended to 
hinder our Match has ſent his Brother here to joyn our hands: 
when I get mea Wife, I muſt get her a Chaplain, according 
tothe Cuſtom 3: this 1s his Brother, and my Chaplain. 

Alith, His Brother ? 

Lacy. And your Chaplain, to preach in your Pulpit then— 


Aftde. - 
Alith. His Brother! ' 4 
Spar. Nay, I knew you wou'd not believe it ; I told you, 
Sir, ſhe wou'd take you for your Brother Frank, 
Alith. Believe it! 


Lucy. His Bro:hcr hah, ha, he, he hasa trick left till it 
ſeems [Aftde. 

Spar, Come 11 deareſt, pray tet us go to Church before 
the Canonical hour 1» paſt, 


Alith, For ſhatc you are abus'd till, 
Spar. By the Worid'*tis ſtrange now you are ſo incredulous, 
Alith, "Tis ('r39e you areſo credulous, 


Spar, ” 
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Spar. Deareſt of my life, hear me, I tell you this is Ned 
Harcourt of Cambridge,by the world, you ſee he has a ſneaking 
Colledg look ; 'tis true he's ſomething like his Brother Frank, 
and they differ from each other no more than 1a their age , 
for they were Twins. 

Lucy. Hah, ha, he. 

Alith. Your Servant, Sir, I cannot be ſo deceiv'd, though 
you are; but come let's hear, how do you know what you 
affirm ſo confidently ? 

Spar. Why, I'll tell you all 3 Frank Harcourt coming to me 
this morning, to wiſh me joy and preſent his ſervice to you : 
I ask*d him, if he cou'd help me to a Parſon; whereupon he 
told me, he had a Brother in Town who was in Orders, and 
he went ſtraight away, and ſent him, you ſee there, to me. 

Alith, Yes, Frank goes, and puts on a black-coat,thentell's 
you, he is Ned, that's all you have for't. 

Spar, Pſhaw, pſhaw, I tell you by theſame token, the Mid- 
wife put her Garter about Fraxk's neck, to know'em aſunder, 
they were ſo like. 

. Altth. Franktell's you this too. 

Spar. Ay, and Ned there to03 nay,they are both in a Story. 

Alith. $o, fo, very fooliſh. 

Spar. Lord, if you won't believe one, you had beſt trye 
him by your Chamber-maid there 3 for Chamber-maids muſt 
needs know Chaplains from other Men, they are ſo us'd to'em. 

Lucy. Let's fee; nay, I'll be ſworn he has the Canonical 
ſmirk, and the filthy, clammy palm of a Chaplain. 

Alith. Well, moſt reverend DoGor, pray let us make an 
end of this fooling. 

Har. With all my ſoul, Divine, Heavenly Creature , when 
you pleaſe. 

Alith. He ſpeaks like a Chaplain indeed. 

Spar. Why, was there not, ſoul, Divine, Heavenly, in what 
-he ſaid. 

Alith, "Once more , moſt impertinent Black-coat , ceaſe 
your perſecution, .and let us have a Concluſion of this ridicu- 
lous love. 

Har, 
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Har, Thad forgot, I muſt ſute my Stile to my Coat, orT 
wear it in vain. | F Aſide. 
Alith. I have no more patience left, let-us make once an 
end of this troubleſome Love, I ay. 

Har. So be it, Seraphick Lady, when your Honour ſhall 
think it meet, and convenient ſo todo, 

Spar. Gad I'm ſure none but a Chaplain cou'd ſpeak ſo, 1 
think. 

Alith, Let me tell you Sir, this dull trick will not ſerve 
_ turn, though you delay our marriage, you ſhall not hin- 

er it. | 

Har. Far be it from me, Munificent Patroneſs, todelay your 
Marriage, I delirenothing more than to marry you preſently, 
which I might do, if you your ſelf wou'd 3 for my Noble, 
Good-natur'd and thrice Generous Patron here wou'd not 
hinder it. 

Spar. No, poor man, not I faith. 

Har. And now, Madam, let me tell you plainly, no body 
elſe ſhall marry you by Heavens, I'll die firſt, for I'm ſure [ 
ſhou'd die after it. 

Lucy. How his Love has made him forget his FunGtion, asI 
have ſeen it in real Parſons. 

Alith. That was ſpoken like a Chaplain too, now you un- 
derſtand him, I hope. 

Spar. Poor man, he takes it hainouſly to be refus'd ; 1 
can't blame him, 'tis putting an indignity upon him-not to-be 
ſuffer'd, but you'l pardon me Madam, it ſhan't be, he ſhall 
marry us, come away, pray Madam. 

Lucy. Hah, ha, he, more ado/ 'tis late. 

Alith. Invincible ſtupidity, I tell you he wou'd marry me, 
as your Rival, not as your Chaplain. 

Spar. Come, come Madam. [ Pulling her away. 

Lucy. I pray Madam, do not refuſe this Reverend Divine, 
the honour and ſatisfaction of marrying you; for I dare ſay, 
he has ſet his heart upon't, good Door. 

Alith. What can you hope, or deſign by this ? 

Har, I cou'd anſwer her, a reprieve for a day only, often 
revokes 
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revokes a haſty doom ; at worſt, if (he will not take tnercy 
on me, and let me marry her, I have at leaſt the Lovers ſe. 
cond pleaſure, hindring my Rivals enjoyment, though but 
for a time. 

Spar. Come Madam, 'tis e'ne twelve a clock, and my Mo- 
ther charg'd me never to be married out of the Canonical 
hoursz come, come, Lord here's ſuch a deal of modeſty, I 
warrant the firſt day. 

Lucy. Yes, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, married women ſhew 
all their Modeſty the firſt day, becauſe married men ſhew all 
their love the firſt day. Exeunt Sparkilh, Alithea, Har- 

court, ard Lucy. 
The Scene changes to 4 Bed-chamber, where appear 
Pinchwife, Mrs. Pinchwife. 

Ar. Pinch, Come tell me, I ſay. 

Mrs. Pinch. Lord, han't I told it an hundred times over. 

Mr, Pinch. I wou'd try, if in the repetition of the ungrate- 
ful tale,I cou'd find her altering itin the leaſt circumſtance, for 
if herſtory be falſe, ſhe is fo too, - [ Aſide. 

Come how was't Baggage ? 

Mrs. Pinch, Lord, what pleafure you take to hear it ſure! 

Mr. Pinch. No, you take more in telling it I find, but ſpeak 
how was't ? 

Mrs, Pinch, He carried me up into the houſe, next to the 
Exchange. 

Mr. Pin. So, and you two were only in the room. 

Mrs. Pin, Yes, forhe ſent away a youth that was there, for 
ſome dryed fruit, and China Oranges. 

Mr. Pin, Did he ſo? Damn him for it and for 

Mrs, Pin. But preſently came up the Gentlewoman of the 
houſe, 

Mr. Pin. O 'twas well fhe did, but what did he do whileſt 
the fruit came ? ; 

Mrs. Pin. He kils'd me an hundred times, and told me he 
fancied he kiſs'd my fine Siſter, meaning me you know, whom 
he faid he lov'd with all his Soul, and bid me be fure to tell 
herſo, and to deſire her to be at her window, by cleven of 

the 


a 
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the clock this morning, and he wou'd walk under it at that 
time. 

Mr. Pin. And he was as good as his word, very punctoal, 
a. pox reward him for't. [ 4ſede, 
Mrs. Pin, Well, and he ſaid if you were not within, he 
wou'd come up to her, meaning me you know, Bud, (till. 
My. Pin. So he knew her certainly, but for this con- 
ſeſſion, I am oblig'd to her ſimplicity. [ Aſide. 
But what you ſtood very ſtill, when he kif'd you? 
Mrs. Pig, Yes warrant you, wou'd you have had me difſ- 


cover'd my elf? 
Mr. Pin. But you told me, he did ſome beaſtlineſs to you, 


as you call'd it, what was't 2 
Mrs. Pin. Why, he put 


Mr. Pin, What? 
Mrs. Pin, Why he put the tip of his tongue between my 


lips, and ſo mufl'd me and1 faid, I'd bite it, 

Ar. Pin. An eternal canker ſeize it,for a dog. 

Mrs. Pin, Nay, you need not be ſoangry with him neither, 
for to ſay truth, he has the ſweeteſt breath I ever knew. 

Mr. Pin. The Devil you were ſatisfied with it then, 
and wow'd do it again. 

Mrs. Pin, Not unleſs he ſhou'd force me. 

Mr. Pin. Force you, changeling| I tell you no woman can 
be forced. 

Mrs. Pin, Yes, but ſhe may ſure, by ſuch a one as he, for 
he's a proper, goodly ſtrong man, 'tis hard, let me tell you, to 
refit him. 

Mr. Pin. So, 'tis plain ſhe loves him, yet ſhe has not love e- 
nough to make her conceal it from me, but the ſight of him 
will igcreaſe her averſion for me, and love for him 3 and that 
love inſtru her how to deceive me, and fatishe him, all I- 
deot as ſhe is : Love, 'twas he gave women ficlt their craft, 
their art of deluding; out of natures hands, they*came plain, 
open, filly and fit for ſlaves, as ſhe and Heaven intended 'em 3 
but damn'd Love Well I muſt ſtrangle that little 


Monſter, whileſtI can deal with him, 
I 2 Go 
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Go fetch Pen, Ink and Paper out of the next room: 

Mrs Pin. Yes Bud, [ Exit Mrs. Pinchwife: . 

Mr. Pin. Why (hould Women have more invention in love 
than men? It can only be, becauſe they have more deſires,. 
more ſolliciting paſſions, more luſt, and more of the Devil. 

Miſtris Pinchwife retwrns. [ Alide.. 

Come, Minks, fit down and write. 

Mrs. Pin. Ay,dear Bud, but I cat do#t very well. 

Mr. Pin. TI wifh you cou*d not at all. 

Mrs. Pin, But what ſhou'd I write for ? 

Mr. Pin, 11] have you write a Letter to your Lover. 

Mrs. Pin. O Lord, to the fine Gentleman a Letter! 

Mr. Pin. Yes, to the fine Gentleman, 

Mrs, Pin. Lord, you do but jeer; ſure you jeſt, 

Mr. Pin, T'am not fo merry, cotne write as I bid you. . 

Ars. Pin. What, do you think Iam a fool ? 

Mr. Pin. She's afraid I would not diQtate any love to him; 
therefore ſhe's unwilling 3 but you had beſt begin, 

Mrs. Pix, Indeed, and indeed, but I won't, ſo I won't. 

Mr. Pin. Why ?- 

Mrs, Pin. Becauſe he's: in Town, you may ſend for him if 
you will. 

Mr. Pin. Very well; you wou'd have him brought to you; 
1s it come to this? I ſay take the.pen and write, or you'll pro- 
voke me, 

Mrs. Pin, Lord, what d'ye make a fool of me for > Don't 
I know that Letters are never writ, but from the Countrey to 
London, and from London into the Countrey ; now he's 1n 
Town, and I amin Town too; therefore I can't write to him 
you know. 

Mr. Pin. SoTamglad it is no worſe, ſhe is innocent enough 
yet- [ Aſide, 

Yes you-may when your Huſband bids you write Letters to 
people that are in Town. 

Mrs. Pin. O may I ſo! Then I'm fatisfied.. 

Mr. Pix, Come begin —— Sir —— [ Di@ater, 

36:5. Pin. Shan'tI ſay, Dear Sir? You. know one. ſays al- 

ways 


v 
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ways ſomething more than bare Sir. 

Mr. Pin. Write as I bid you, or [ will write Whore with 
this Penknife in your Face. 

Mrs. Pin. Nay good Bud—Sir—— [ She writes. 

Mr. Pin. Though I ſuffer'd laſt night your nauſeous, loath'd 
Kiſſes and Embraces Write 

Mrs. Tin. Nay, why ſhou'dI fay ſo, you knowl told you, 
he had a ſweet breath. 

Mr. Pin, Write. 

Mrs. Pin. Let me but put out, loathrd. 

My. Pin. Write I ſay. 

Mrs. Pin. Well then. [Writes. 

Mr. Pin. Let's ſee what have you writ? 

Though. I ſuffer'd laſt night your kiſſes and embraces —— 

[_ Takes the paper, and reads. 

Thou impudent creature, where is nauſeous and loath'd ? 

Mrs. Pin, T can't abide to write ſuch filthy words. 

Mr. Pin, Once more write as I'd have you, and queſtion it 
not,- or I will ſpoil thy writing with this, I will ſtab out thoſe 


eyes that cauſe my miſchief. [_ Holds up the penknife. 
Mrs. Pin, O Lord, 1 will. eats 
Mr. Pin. So ſo Let's ſee now ! [ Reads, 


Though I ſuffer'd laft night your nauſeous, loath'd kiſſes, 
and embraces; Go on—Yet [ would not have you preſume 
that you ſhall everrepeat them—So— [ She writes. 

Mrs, Pin, I have writ it. 

My. Pin. On then I then conceald my ſelf from 
your knowledge, to avoid your infolencies. | She writes. 

Mrs. Pin. SO 

Atr. Pin, The ſame reaſon now I am out of your hands — 

[ She writes. 


Mrs. Pin, S0 
Mr. Pin. Makes me own to you my unfortunate, though 
innocent frolick, of being in man's cloths. [ She writes. 


Ars. Pin. So 


Mr. Pin. That you may for ever more ceaſe to purſue her, 
who hates and deteſts you——— [ She writes on, . 
Mrs... 
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Mrs. Pin, SO h [ Sigh. 

My. Pix, What do you ſigh > —— deteſts you——as much 
as ſhe loves her Huſband and her Honour —— 

Mrs. Pin, I' vow Husband he'll ne'er believe, I ſhou'd write 


ſuch a Letter. 
Mr. Pin, What he'd expe a kinder from you ? come now 


your name only. | 

Mrs. Pin, What, ſhan't I fay your moſt faithful, humble 
Servant till death ? 

Mr. Pin, No, tormenting Fiend her ſtileI find wou'd be 
very ſoft. [ 4ſfede. 

Come wrap it up now, whileſt I go fetch wax and a can- 
dle;z and write on the back fide, for Mr. Horzer, 

[ Exit Pinchwife. 

Mrs. Pin, For Mr, Horner So, I am glad he has told 
me his name; Dear Mr. Horner, but why (hould I ſend thee 
ſuch a Letter, that will vex thee, and make thee angry with 
me; well I will not ſend it Ay but then my hus- 
band will kill me-—for l ſee plainly, he won't let me love 
Mr. Horner but what care I for my Huſbagd I won't 
ſo I won't ſend poor Mr. Horner ſuch a Letter but then 
my Husband ——. But oh —— what if I writ at bottom, my 
Husband made me write it Ay but then my Husband 
wou'd ſee't Can one have no ſhift, ah, a Londox woman 
wou'd have had a hundred preſently ; ſtay what if I 
ſhouw'd write a Letter, and wrap it up like this, and write up- 
on'ttooz ay but then my Husband wou'd ſee't I don't 
know what to do But yet y vadsT1! try, fo I will — 
for I will not ſend this Letter to poor Mr. Horzer, come what 
will on't. 

Dear, Sweet Mr. Horzer So She writes, and re- 
my Husband wou'd have me ſend you a | peats what ſhe bath 
baſe, rude, unmannerly Letter but ! writ. 

I wont 0—— and woud have me forbid you 
loving me- but I wont fo and wou'd have me 
ſay to you, I hate you poor Mr. Horner but I won't tell 
.a lye for him there 


for I'm ſure if you and I were 
in 
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in the Countrey' at cards together, f I cou'd not 
help treading on your Toe under the Table—ſo—or rubbing 
knees with you, and ſtaring in your face, *till you ſaw me 
— very well— and then looking down, and bluſhing for an 
hour together—ſo—but I muſt make haſte before my Hus- 
band comez and now he has taught me to write Letters: 
You ſhall have longer ones from me, who am 

Dear, dear, poor dear Mr. Horner, your moſt 

Humble Friend, and Servant to tommand . 
'rill death, Afargery Pinchwife. 

Stay I muſt give him a hint at bottom ——ſo—..-now wrap 
it up juſt like other ——ſo——now write for Mr, Horner, — 
But oh now what ſhall I do with it ? for here comes my Hus- 
band. 


Enter Pinchwife. 

Mr. Pin. I have been detained by a Sparkiſh Coxcomb, who 
pretended a viſit to me; but I fear 'twas tomy Wife, [4ſde. 

What, have youdone ? 

Mrs. Pin, Ay, ay Bud, juſt now. 

Mr. Pin. Let's ſee't, what d'ye tremble for; what, you 
wou'd not have tit go? 

Mrs. Pin, Here. No I muſt not | He opens, and reads 
give him that, ſo I had been ſerved if I | the firſt Letter. 
had given him this, [ Afrde. 

Ar. Pin. Come, where's the Wax and Seal ? 

Mrs. Pin, Lord, what ſhall I do now? Nay thenT have 
[ Aſide, 

Pray let me ſeet, Lord you think | Snatches the Letter from 
me ſoerrand a fool, I cannot feal a | him, changes it for the 
Letter, I will do't, ſo I will. | other, ſeals it, and des 
livers it to him. | 

Mr. Pin, Nay, I believe you will learn that, and other 
things too, which T wou'd not have you. 

Mrs. Pin. So, han't I done it curiouſly ? 

I think I have, there's my Letter going to Mr. Horner; 
ſince he'Jl needs have me ſend Letters to Folks. [ Aſide. 

Mr. Pin. 'Tis very well, but I warrant, you wou'd not 
have at 20 no\v 2 Mrs. 


It 
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Mrs. Pin, Yes indeed, but TI wou'd, Bud, now. 

Mr. Pin, Well you are a good Girl then, come let me 
lock you up in your chamber, *till I come back 3 and be ore 
you come not within three ſtrides ofthe window, when I am 
gone; for I have a ſpyein the ſtreet. [Exit Mrs. Pin. 

At leaſt, *tis fit ſhe think ſo, if we do | Pinchwife locks 


not cheat women, they'll cheat us; and } the door, 

fraud may be juſtly uſed with ſecret enemies,of which a Wife is 
the moſt dangerous z and he that has a handſome one to keep, 
and a Frontier Town, muſt provide againſt treachery, rather 
than open Force Now I have ſecur'd all within, Pl deal 
with the Foe without with falſe intelli- | Holds up the Let- 


_YENCE, ter. 
[. Exit Pinchwite. 


The Scene changes to Horner's Lodging. 
Quack and Horner. 


Quack, Well Sir, how fadges the new deſign; have you 
not the luck of all your brother ProjeQors, to deceive only 
your (elf at laſt. 

Hor, No, good Domine Door, I deceive you it ſeems, and 
others too; for the grave Matrons, and old ridgid Husbands 
think me as unfit for love, as they are; but their Wives, 
—_ and Daughters, know ſome of 'em better things al- 
ready, 

Buack, Already |! 

Hor. Already, Iſay; laſt night I was drunk with half a 
dozen of your civil perſons, as you call 'em, and people of 
Honour, and ſo was made free of their Society, and dreſling 
rooms for ever hereafter; and am already come to the privi- 
leges of ſleeping upon their Pallats, warming Smocks, tying 
Shooes and Garters, and the like Doftor, already, already 
Doctor. 

Duack. You have made uſe of your time, Sir. 


Hor. I tell thee, I am now no nore interruption to 'em, 
when 


The Country-IW ife. 65 


when they ſing, or talk bawdy, than a little ſquab French 
Page, who ſpeaks no Engliſh. 

£uack, But do civil perſons, and women of Honour drink, 
and (ing bawdy Songs? 

Hor. O amongſt Friends, amongſt Friends; for y our Bi- 
gots 1n Honour, are juſt like thoſe in Religions they fear the 
eye of the world, more than the eye of Heaven, and think 
there is no virtue, but railing at vicez and no fin, but giving 
ſcandal: They rail at a poor, little, kept Player, an dkeep 
themſelves ſome young, modeſt Pulpit Comedian to be privy 
to their (ins in their Cloſets, not to tell 'em of them in their 
Chappels. 

Quack, Nay, the truth on't is, Prieſts amongſt the wo- 
men now, have quite got the better of us Lay Confelſlors, 
Phyſicians. 

Hor. And they are rather their Patients, but 

Enter my Lady Fidget, looking about her. 

Now we talk of women of Honour, here comes one, ſtep 
behind the Screen there, and but obſerve; if I have not par- 
ticular privileges, with the women of reputation already, 


Doctor, already. 
La. Fid. Well Horner, am not I a woman of Honour ? you 


ſee I'mas good as my word. 

Hor. And you ſhall ſee Madam, I'l! not be behind hand 
with you in honour 3 and [ll be as good as my word too, it 
you pleaſe but to withdraw intothe next room. 

La. Fid. But firſt, my dear Sir, you muſt promiſe to have a 
care of my dear Honour, ; 

Hor. If you talk a word more of your Honour, you'll make 
me incapable to wrong it; to talk of Honour in the myſte- 
ries of Love, is like talking of Heaven, or the Deity in an o» 
peration of Witchcraft, juſt when you are employing the 


Devil, it makes the charm impotent, 
La, Fid. Nay, fie, let us not be ſmooty 3 but you talk of 
mylterics, and bewitching to me, I don't underſtan1 you. 
Her. I tell you Madam, the word money in a M (tr: fles 


mouth, at ſuch a nick of time, is not a more diſhcartning ſound 
to 
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to a younger Brother, than that of Honour to an eager Lover 
like my ſelf. 

Le. Fid, But you can't blame a Lady of my reputation to 
be chary. 

Hor. Chary—— have been chary of it already, by the re- 
port I have caus'd of my ſelf. 

La.Fid.Ay,but if you ſhou'd ever let other women know that 
dear ſecret, it would come outz nay, you muſt have a great 
care of your conduR; for my acquaintance are ſo cenſorious, 
(oh 'tis a wicked cenſorious world, Mr. Horzer ) I ſay, are fo 
cenſorious,and detraCting,that perhaps they'll talk to the pre- 
judice of my Honour, though you {hou'd not let them know 
the dear ſecret. 

Hor, Nay Madam, rather than they ſhall prejudice your 
Honour, T'll prejudice theirsz and to ſerve you, 11 lye with 
'em all, make the ſecret their own, and then they'll keep it : 
Iam a Machiavel in love Madam. 

La. Fid. O, no Sir, not that way. 

Hor. Nay, the Devil take mc, if cenſorious women are to 
be filenc'd any other way. 

La. Fid. A ſecret is better kept I hope, by a lingle perſon, 
than a multitude ; therefore pray do not truſt any body elſe 
with it, dear, dear Mr. Horner. [ Embracing him. 

Enter Sir Jaſpar Fidget. 

Sir Jaſ. How now | 

La. Fid, O my Husband ——prevented ——and what's al- 
moſt as bad, found with my arms about another man 
that will appear too much—— what ſhall I ſay ? [ Aſide. 

Sir Jaſpar come hither, I am trying if Mr. Horner were tick= 
liſh, and he's as tickliſh as can be, I love to torment the con» 
founded Toad 3; let you and I tickle him. 

Sir Jaſ. No, your Ladyſhip will tickle him better without 
me, I ſuppoſe, but is this your buying China, I thought you 
had been at the China Houle ? 

Hor. China-Houſe, that's my Cue, I muſt take it [ Aſede. 

A Pox, can't you keep your impertinent Wives at home? 
ſome men are troubled with the Husbands, but I with the 

Wives 
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Wivesz but I'd have you to know, fince I cannot be 
your Journey-man by-* night, I will not be your drudge by 
day, to ſquire your wife about, and be your man of ; ale 
or ſcare-crow only to Pyesand Jaysz that would be nibling 
at your forbidden fruitz I ſhall be ſhortly the Hackney Gen- 
tleman-Uſher of the Town. 

Sir Jaſ. Heh, heh, he, poor fellow he's in the right owt 
faith, toſquire women about for other folks, is as ungrate- 
ful an employment, as to tell money for other folksz [ 4ſide. 
heh, he, he, ben't angry Horner 

La. Fid. No, 'tis I have more reaſon to be angry, who am 
left by you, to go abroad indecently alone z or, what is more 
indecent, to pin my ſelf upon ſuch ill bred people of your ac- 
quaintance, as this 1s. 

Sir Jaſ. Nay, pr'ythee what hashe done? 

La. Fid. Nay, he has done nothing. 

Sir Jaſ. But what d'ye take ill, if he has done nothing ? 

La. Fid. Hah, hah, hah, Faith, I can't but laugh however 3 
why d'ye think the unmannerly toad wou'd not come down 
to me to the Coach, I was fain to come up to fetch him, or 
go without him, which I was reſolved not to do; for he 
knows China very well, and has himſelf very good, but will 
not let me ſee it, leſt I ſhould beg ſome; but I will find it 
out, and have what I came for yet. 

Exit Lady Fidget, and locks the door, 
followed by Horner to the door. 

Hor. Lock the door Madam [ Apart to Lady Fidget. 

So, ſhe has got into my chamber, and lock'd me out 3 oh 
the: impertinency of woman-kind! Well Sir 7aſpar, plain 
dealing is a Jewel; if ever you ſuffer your Wite to trouble 
me again here, ſhe ſhall carry you home a pair of Horns, by 
my Lord Major ſhe ſhall; though I cannot furniſh you my 
ſelf, you are ſure,yet ll find a way, 

Sir Jaſ. Hah, ha, he, at my firſt coming in, and finding her 
arms about him, tickling him it ſeems, I was halt jealous, but 
now I ſee my folly, [ Aſide. 

Heh, he, he, poor Horrer, 


K 2 Hor, 
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Hor, Nay, though you laugh now, *twill be my turn e're 
long: Oh women, more impertinent, more cunning, and 
more miſchievous than their Monkeys, and to me almoſt as 


, 


ugly now is ſhe throwing my things about, and rifling 
_ I have, but T'll get into her the back way, and fo rifle her 
or it 
Sir Jaſ. Hah, ha, ha, poor angry Horner. | 
Hor. Stay here alittle, Þ'l[ ferret her out to you preſently, 
I warrant. -[_ Exit Horner at ft other door. 
Sir Jaſ. Wife, my Lady Fidget, | Sir Jaſpar calls through 


Wife, he is coming into you the | the door to his Wife, ſhe 
back way. anſwers from within. 

La. Fid. Let him come, and welcome, which way he 
will. 

Sir Jaſ. He'll catch you, and uſe you roughly, and be too 
ſtrong for you... 

La. Fid, Don't you trouble your ſelf, Tet hir if he can. 

Quack, | Behind] This indeed, I cou'd not have believ'd 
from him, nor any but my own eyes. - 

Enter Miſtris Squeamiſh. 

Squeam, Where's this Woman-hater, this Toad, this ugly, 
grealie, dirty Sloven ? 

Sir Jaſ. So the women all will have him ugly, methinks 
he is a comely perſon; but his wants make his form contem- 
ptible to*'em; and 'tis een as my Wife ſaid yeſterday, talk- 
ing of him, that a proper handſome Eunuch, was as ridicu- 
lous a thing, as a Gigantick Coward. 

Squeam. Sir Jaſpar, your Servant, where is the odious 
Beaſt ? 

Sir Jaſ. He's within in his chamber, with my Wife ; ſhe's 
playing the wag with him. 

$queam. Is (heſo, and he's a clownilh beaſt, he'll give her 
no quarter, he'll play the wag with her again, let me tell 
you 3 come, let's go help her What, the door's lock't ? 

Sir Jaſ. Ay, my Wite lock't it | 

Squeam, Did (he fo, let us break it open then ? 

Sr Ja. No, no, he'll do her no hurt, 


STneam. 
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Squeam, No —— But is there no other way toget into 


'em, whither goes this ? I will diſturb'em._ [Afide. 
[Exit Squeamilh at another door. 
Enter old Lady Squeamilh. 


Old L.$queam. Where is this Harlotry, this Impudent Bag- 
gage, this rambling Tomrigg ? O Sir Jaſpar, I'm glad to ee 
you here, did you not fee my vil'd Grandchild come in hither 
juit now? - 

Sir Jaſ. Yes, 

Old L. Squeam, Ay, but where 1s ſhe then ? where is ſhe? 
Lord Sir Faſpar | have e'neratled my elf to pieces in purſuit 
of her, but can you tell what (he makes here, they ſay be- 
low, no woman lodges here. 

Sir Jaſ. No. 

Old L. Squeam. No What does ſhe here then ? ſay if it 
benot a womans lodging, what makes ſhe here ? but are you 
ſure no woman lodges here ? 

Sir Jaſ, No, nor no man neither, this is Mr, Horners Lod- 

ing. 

01a L. $queam.ls it ſo are you ſure? 

Sir Jaſ. Yes, yes. 

01d L. Squeam. So then there's no hurt in't I hope, but 
where is he? 

Sir Jaſ. He'sin the next room with my Wife, 

01d L. Squeam. Nay if you truſt him with your wife, I may 
with my Biddy,they ſay he's a merry harmleſs man now, e'ne 
as harmleſs a man as ever came out of 7aly with a good voice, 
and as pretty harmleſs company fora Lady, as a Snake with» 
out his teeth. 

Sir Jaſ. Ay. ay poor man. - 

Enter Mrs. Squeamiſh. 

Squeam. I can't find 'em Oh are you here, Grandmo- 
ther, I follow'd you mult know my Lady Fidget hither, *is 
the prettyelt lodging, and I have been ſtaring on the pretty- 
e(t Pictures, 


Entey 
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Enter Lady Fidget with a piece of China in her hand, and 
Horner folowing. 

La. Fid, And I have been toyling and moyling, for the 
pretti'ſt piece of China, my Dear. 

Hor. Nay ſhe has been too hard for me do what Icowd. 

Squeam, Oh Lord Ile have ſome China too, good Mr. Hor- 
er, don't think to give other people China, and me none, 
come in with me too. 

Hor. Upon>dmy honour I have none left now. 

Squeam, Nay, nay I have known you deny your China 
before now, but you ſhan't put me off ſo, come 

Hor. This Lady had the laſt there. : 

La. Fid. Yes indeed Madam,to my certain knowledge he 
has no more left. 
ri O but it may be he may have ſome you could not 
find. 

La. Fid. What d'y think if he had had any left, I would 
not have had it too, for we women of quality never think we 
have China enough. 

Hor, Do not take it ill, I cannot mak&@China for you all, 
but I will have a Rol-waggon for you too, another .time. 


Squearm. Thank you dear Toad. [To Horn, aſide. 

La Fid, What do you mean by that promile ? 

Hor. Alas ſhe has an innocent, literal Apart to Lady 
underſtanding. Fidget. 


Old L. Squeam, Poor Mr. Horner, he has enough to doe to 
pleaſe you all, I ſee. 

Hor, Ay Madam, you ſee how they uſe me. 

Old L. Squeam. Poor Gentleman l pitty you. 

Hor. I thank you :Madam, I could never find pitty, but 
from ſuch reverend Ladies as you are, the young ones will ne- 
ver (pare a man. 

Squeam, Come come, Bealt, and go dine with us, for we 
ſhall want a man at Hombre after dinner. 

Hor. That's all their uſe of me Madam you ſee. 

Squeam, Come Sloven, Ile lead you Pulls him by the 
to be ſure of you. Crevat. 


Old La. 
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Old L. Squeam. Alas poor man how ſhe tuggs him, kiſs, kiſs 
her, that's the way to make ſuch nice women quiet. 

Hor, No Madam, that Remedy -is worſe than the Tor- 
ment, they know [dare ſuffer any thing rather than do it. 

Old La. Squears. Prythee kiſs her, and I'le give you her Pi- 
ure 1n little, that you admir'd fo laſt night, prythee do. 

Hor, Well nothing but that could bribe me, I love a wo- 
man only in Effigie, and good Painting as much as I hate 
them Ie dot, forl cou'd adore the Devil well pain- 
ted, [ Kiſſes Mrs. Squeam. 

Squeam. Foh, you filthy Toad, nay now I've done jeſting. 

01d L. Squam, Ha, ha, ha, I told you ſo. 

Squeam, Foh a kiſs of his 

Sir Jal. Has no more hurt in't, than onebfmy Spaniels. 

$quear, Nor no more good neither. 

2nack, I will now believe any thing he tells me. [Behind. 

Enter Mr. Pinchwife. 

La.Fid. O Lord here's a man,Sir Jaſper,my Mask, my Mask, 
I would not be ſeen here for the world. 

Sir Jaſ. What not when Iam with you, 

La. Fid. No, no my honour —— let's be gone. 

Squeam. Oh Grandmother, let us be gone, make haſt,make 
haſt, I know not how he may cenſure us, 

La. Fid. Be found in the lodging of any thing like a man, 
away. 


Exenzt Sir Jaſ. La, Fid. Old La. Squeam. 
Mrs. Squeamiſh. * 

2 uack, What's here another Cuckold he looks like 
one, and none elſe ſure have any buſineſs with him, [ Behind. 

Hor. Well what brings my dear friend hither ? 

Mr. Pinch. Your impertinency. 

Hor, My 1mpertinency 


why you Gentlemen that 


have got handſome Wives, think you have a privilege of ſay- 
ing any thing to your friends, and areas brutiſh, as if you were 
our Creditors. _ 

Mr. Pinch. No Sir, Ile ne're truſt you'any way. 

Hor. But why not, dear Jack, why diffide in me, thou 
knowlt ſo well. Mr.Pin. 
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Mr. Pin. Becauſe I do know you ſo well. 

Hor, Han't I been always thy friend honeſt Jack, always 
ready to ſerve thee, in love, or battJe, before thou wert mar- 
ried, and am ſo ſtill. 

_ Pin. I believe ſo you wou'd be my ſecond now in- 
deed. 

Hor, Well then dear Jack, why ſo unkind, ſo grum, fo 
ſtrange to me, come prythee kiſs me deare Rogue, gad | was 
alwaysI ſay, and am ſtill as much thy Servant as 

Mr. Pix. As I am yours Sir . What you wou'd fend a kiſs 
to my Wife, is that it ? 

Hor. So there 'tis a man can't ſhew his friendſhip to 
a married man, but preſently he talks of his wife to you, pry- 
thee let thy Wife alone, and let thee and I be all one, as we 
were wont, what thou art as ſhye of my kindneſs, as a Lum- 
bard-ſtreet Alderman ofa Courtiers civility at Lockets. 

Mr. Pin. But you are over kind tome, as kind, as if I were 
your Cuckold already, yet I muſt confeſs you ought to be 
kind and civil to me, fince I am fo kind, fo civil to you, as to 
bring you this, look you there Sir. [Delivars bim a Letter, 

Hor. What is't ? 

Mr. Pinch, Only a Love Letter Sir. 

Hor, From whom how, this is from your Wife 
hum and hum [ Reads, 

Mr. Pin. Even from my Wife Sir,am I not wondrous kind 
and civil to you, now too ? | 


But you'l not think her ſo. [ Aftde. 
Hor. Ha, isthis a trick of his or hers [ 4ſrde. 


Ar. Pin. The Gentleman's ſurpriz' d I find, what you ex- 
pected a kinder Letter ? 

Hor. No faith not I, how cou'd I. 

Mr, Pin, Yes yes, I'm ſure you did, a man ſo well made as 
you are mult needs be diſappointed, if the women declare 
not their paſſion at firſt ſight or opportunity. 

Hor. But what ſhould this mean ? ſtay the Poſtſcript. 

Be ſure you love me whatſoever my husband ſays to the 
contrary, and let him not ſee this, leſt he ſhould come 
home 
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home, and pinch me, or kill my Squirrel, {Reads aſide. 
It ſeems he knows not what the Letter contains. [ Aſide. 


Mr. Pin. Come ne're wonder at it ſo much. 

Hor. Faith I can't help it. 

Mr. Pin. Now I think I have deſerv'd your infinite friend- 
ſhip, and kindneſs, and have (hewed my ſelf ſufficiently an 
obliging kind friend and husband, aml not fo,to bring a Let- 
ter from my Wife to her Gallant? 

Hor. Ay,the Devil take me, art thou, the moſt obliging, 
kind friend and husband in the world, ha, ha. 

- Mr. Pin, Well you may be merry Sir, but in ſhort I 
mult tell you Sir, my honour will ſuffer no jeſting. 

Hor. What do'lt thou mean ? 

Ar. Pin. Does the Letter want a Comment ? then know 
Sir, though I have been fo civil a husband, as to bring you a 
Letter from my Wife, to let you kiſs and court her to my face, 
I will not be a Cuckold Sir, I will not. 

Hor. Thou art mad with jealouſie, I never ſaw thy Wife in 
my life, but at the Play yeſterday, and I know not if it were 
ſhe or no, I court her, kiſs her ! 

Mr. Pin, I will not be a CuckoldI ſay, there will be dan- 
ger in making me a Cuckold. 

Hor. Why, wert thou not well cur'd of thy laſt clap ? 

Mr. Pin. | weare a Sword. 

Hor. It ſhould be taken from thee, leſt thou ſhould'ſt do 
thy (elf a miſchiefe with it, thon art mad, Man. 

Mr. Pin. As mad as I am, and as merry as you are, I muſt 
have more reaſon from you ere we part, I ſay again though 
you kils'd, and courted Jaft night my Wife in man's clothes, 
as ſhe confeſles in her Letter. 

Hor. Ha [ Afrde, 

Mr. Pin. Both ſhe andI fay you muſt not deſign it again, 
for you have miſtaken your woman, as you have done your 
man. 


Hor. Oh 


I underſtand ſomething now [ Alrde. 


Was that thy Wife ? why would'ſt thou not tell me "ty as 


ſhe? faith my freedome with her was your fault, not mine. 
A 117. Pin. 
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Mr. Pin. Faith ſo 'twas [ Aſide, 

Hor. Fye, I'de never do'tto a woman before her husbands 
face, ſure. 

Ar. Pin. But I had rather you ſhould do't to my wife 
before my face, than behind my back, and that you ſhall ne- 
ver doe. | 

Hor, No — - you will hinder me. 

Mr. Pin, IfI would not hinder you, you fee by her Let- 


ter, ſhe wou'd. 
Hor, Well, I muſt e'ne acquieſs then, and be contented 


with what ſhe writes, 

Ar. Pin, T'le allure you 'twas voluntarily writ, I had no 
hand in't you may believe me. 

Hor. I do believe thee.faith. 

Mr. Pin, And believe her too, for ſhe's an innocent crea- 
ture,has no diſlembling in her, and ſo fare you well Sir, 

Hor. Pray however preſent my humble ſervice to her, and 
tell her I will obey her Letter to atittle, and fulþ1] her de- 
Ffres be what they will, or with what difficulty ſoever I do't, 
and you ſhall be no more jealous of me, I warrant her, and 

'OU 
: Mr. Pin. Well then fare you well, and play with any 
mans honour but mine, kiſs any mans wife but mine, and wel. 
come [Exit Mr. Pinch. 

Hor. Ha, ha, ha, Doctor. 

Dnach. It ſeems he has not heard the report of you, or does 
not believe 1t. | 

Hor. Ha, ha, now Doctor what think you ? 

Quack, Pray let's ſee the Letter bum for oo 
deare — — love you [ Reads the Letter, 

Hor. I wonder how (he cou'd contrive it ! what ſay'(t thou 
to't, 'tis an Original. 

Snack. So are your Cuckolds too Originals: for they are 
like no other common Cuckolds, and I will henceforth be- 
lieve it not impoſlible for you to Cuckold the Grand Signior 
amid{t his Guards of Eunuchs, that I ſay 


* 


Hor, And Lfay for the Letter, 'tis the firſt love Letter that 
CVET 
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ever was without Flames, Darts, Fates, Deſtinies, Lying and 
Diſſembling int, 

Enter Sparkiſh pulling in Mr. Pinchwife. 

Spar. Come back, you are a pretty Brother-in-law, nei- 
ther go to Church, nor to dinner with your Siſter Bride. 

Mr. Pin. My Siſter denies her marriage, and youſee is gone 
away from you diſlatisfy'd. 

Spar. P(baw, upon a fooliſh ſcruple, that our Parſon was 
not in lawful Orders, and did not fay all the Common Pray- 
er, but 'tis her modeſty only I believe, but let women be ne- 
ver ſo modeſt the firſt day, they'l be ſure to come to them- 
ſelves by night, and I (hall have enough of her then; in the 
mean time, Harry Horner, you muſt dine with me, I keep my 
wedding at my Aunts in the Piazza. 

Hor. Thy wedding, what ſtale Maid has liv'd to deſpaire 
of a husband, or what young one of a Gallant ? 


Spar. O your Servant Sir this Gentlemans Siſter then 
— No ſtale Maid. 


Hor, I'm ſorry fort. 

Mr. Pin. How comes he fo concern'd for her [ Aſtde. 

Spar, You ſorry for't, why do you know any ill by 
her ? 

Hor. No, I know none but by thee, *tis for her ſake, not 
yours, and another mans ſake that might have hop'd, I 
thought —— 

Spar. Another Man, another man, what is his Name ? 

Hor. Nay ſince 'tis paſt he ſhall be nameleſs. 

Poor Harcourt Iam ſorry thou haſt miſt her [Aſide 

Mr. Pin. He ſeems to be much troubled at the match —+ 

[ 4ſide. 


nay you ſhawt go Brother. 


Spar. Prythee tell me 


Mr. Pin. | muft of necellity, but Ile come to you to dinner. 

[ Exit Pinchwife. 

Spar. But Harry, what have Ia Rival in my Wite already? 
but withal my heart, for he may be of uſe to me hereafter. for 
though my hunger is now my ſawce, and I can fall on hearti- 
ly without, but the time will come, when a Rival wil. be as 
L 2 good 
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good ſawce for a married man to a wife, as an Orange to 
Veale. | 

Hor. O thou damn'd Rogue, thou haſt ſet my teeth on 
edge with thy Orange. 

Spar. Then let's to dinner, thereI was with you againe, 
Come. 

Hor. But who dines with thee ? 

Spar. My Friends and Relations, my Brother Pizchwife you 
ſee of your acquaintance, 

Hor, And his Wife. 

Spar, No gad, he'l nere let her come amongſt us good 
fellows, your ſtingy country Coxcomb keeps his wife from 
his friends, as he does his little Firkin of Ale, for his own 
drinking, and a Gentleman can't get a ſmack on't, but his 
ſervants, when his back is turn'd broach it at their pleaſures, 
and duſt it away, ha, ha, ha, gad I am witty, I think, conſi- 
dering I was married to day, by the world, but come 

Hor. No, I will not dine with you, unleſs you can fetch 
her too. 

Spar. Pſhaw what pleaſure can'ſt thou have with women 
now, Harry ? 

Hor. My eyes are not gone, [ love good proſpect yer, 
and will not dine with you, unleſs ſhe does too, go fetch 
her therefore, but do not tel] her husband , *tis for my 
ſake. 

Spar. Well Ile go try what I can do, in the mean time 
come awagg® my Aunts lodging, 'tis in the way to Pinch- 
wifes, 

Hor, The poor woman has call'd for aid, and ſtretch'd forth 
her hand DoQor, I cannot but help her over the Pale out of 
the Bryars. 


[Exeunt Sparkiſh, Horner, Quack. 
The Scene changes to Pinchwites houſe. 
_— —— "omg A Table, Pen, Ink, and Paper, 
Mrs. Pin. Well 'tis'ene ſo, I have got the Lordoxn diſeaſe, 
they call Love, I am ſick of my Husband, and for my Gallant; 
[| 


— 
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I have heard this diſtemper, call'd a Feaver, but methinks 
'tis liker an Ague, for when I think of my Huſband, I trem- 
ble and am 1n a cold ſweat, and have inclinations to vomit, 
but when I think of my Gallant, dear Mr. Horner, my hot fit 
comes,and I am all ina Feaver, indeed,& as in other Feavers, 
my own Chamber is tedious to me, and I would fain be re- 
mov'd to his, and then methinks I ſhou'd be well ; ah poor 
Mr. Horner, well I cannot, will not ſtay here, therefore I'le 
make anend of my Letter to him, which ſhall be a finer Let- 
ter than my laſt, becauſe I have ſtudied it [Takes the Pen 
like any thing; O Sick, Sick! and writes, 
Enter Mr. Pinchwife who ſeeing her writing ſteales 
ſoftly behind her, and looking over her ſhoul- 
der, ſnatches the paper from her. 

Mr. Pin. What writing more Letters? 

Mrs.Pin, O Lord Budd, why d'ye fright | She offers to rmn 
me lo ? out: be ſtops her, 

Mr. Pin. How's this! nay you ſhall not ; azd reads. 
ſtir Madam. 

Deare, Deare, deare, Mr Horner very well 
I have taught you to write Letters to good purpole 
let's ſee't. 
Firſt Iam tobeg your pardon for my boldneſsin writing to 
you, which I'de have you to know, I would not have done, 
bad not you ſaid fixſt you lov'd me fo extreamly, which 
if you doe,you will never ſuffer me tolye in the axms of ano. 
ther man, whom I loath. nauſeate, and deteſt . [ Now 
you can write theſe filthy words] but what follows 
Theretore I hope you will ſpeedily find ſome way to free me 
from this unfortunate match, which was never, I affure you, 
of my choice, but I'm afraid 'tis already too far gone 3 how- 
ever if you loveme, as I do you, you will try what youcan 
do, but you muſt help me away before to marrow, or elſe 
alaſs I (hall be for ever out of your reach, for I can defer no 
longer our our ——— What 1s to follow our 


but 


ſpeak what ? our Journey into [ The Letter concludes, 
the Country I ſuppoſe —— Oh Woman, damn'd Woman, 
and 
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and Love, damn'd Love, their old Tempter, for this is one of 
his miracles, in a moment, he can make thoſe blind that cou'd 
ſee, and thoſe ſee that were blind, thoſe dumb that could 
ſpeak, and thoſe prattle who were dumb before, nay what is 
more than all, make theſe dow-bak'd, ſenſleſs, indocile ani- 
mals, Women, too hard for us their Politick Lords and Ru- 
lers in a moment 3 But make an end of your Letter, and then 
Ile makean end of you thus, and all my plagues | Draws his 
together. Sword, 

Mrs. Pin, OLord, O Lord you are ſuch a Paſſionate Man, 
Budd. 

Enter Sparkiſh. 

Spar. How now what's here to doe, 

Mr. Pin. This Fool herenow ! 

Spar. What drawn upon your Wife 2? you ſhou'd never do 
that but at night in the dark when you can't hurt her, thisis 
my Siſterin Law is it not ? ay faith e'ne our | Pulls aſide her 
Country Margery, one may know her, come | Hanakercheife, 
ſhe and you mult go dine with me, dinner's ready, come, but 
where's my Wife, is ſhe not come home yet, where is ſhe? 

Mr. Pin. Making you a Cuckold, 'tis that they all doe, as 
ſoon as they can. 

Spar. What the Wedding day ? no, a Wife that deſigns to 
make a Cully of her Husband, will be ſure to let him win the 
firſt ſtake of love, by the world, but come they ſtay dinner 
for us, come I'le lead down our Margery. 

Mrs. Pin. No Sir go we'l follow you, 

Spar, I will not wag without you. 

Mr. Pin. This Coxcomb 1sa ſenſible torment to me amid(t 
the greateſt in the world, 

Spar. Come, come Madam Margery. | 

Mr. Tin. NoTle lead her my way, | Leads her to Pother 
what wou'd you treat your friends | door, and locks her in 
with mine, for want of 'your own | and returns. 

Wife? 
I am contented my rage ſhou'd take breath —— FL Aſide. 

Spar. told Horner this. 


Hr. Pin, 
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Mr. Pin. Come now. 

Spar. Lord, how ſhye you are of your Wife, but let me tell 
you Brother, we men of wit have amongſt us a ſaying, that 
Cuckolding like the ſmall Pox comes with a fear, and you 
may keep your Wife as much as you will out of danger of 
infection, but if her conſtitution incline her to't, (he'l have it 
ſooner or later by the world, ſay they. 

Mr. Pin. What a thing is a Cuckold, that every fool can 
make him ridiculous [ Aſede. 
Well Sir But let me adviſe you, now you are come to 
be concern'd, becauſe you ſuſpect the danger, not to neglect 
the means to prevent it, eſpecially when the greateſt 
ſhare of the Malady will light upon your own head, 
for 


How'ſere the kind Wife's Belly comes to (well. 
The Huſband breeds for her, and firſt is 11]. 


ACT SCENES 


Mr. Pinchwifes Houſe. 


Enter Mr. Pinchwife and Mrs. Pinchwite, 
a Table and Candle. 


Mr. Pin, Ome take the Pen and make an end of the 
Letter, juſt as you intended, if you are falſe 
ina tittle, I (hall ſoon perceive it, and puniſh you with this 
as you deſerve, write what was to fol- | Lays his hand on 
low let's ſce his Sword, 
[You mult make haſte and help me away before to morrow, 
or elſe I (hall be for ever out of your reach, for I can defer 
no longer our ] What follows our ? 
Mrs. P:n.Muſt all out then Budd? 


| Mrs.Pin. takes the 


Look you there then. | Pen and writes. 


[For I can defer no longer our—- 
V Veds 


Mr. Pin. Let's (ee 
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Wedding ——— Your (lighted Alithes] What's the meaning 
of this,my Siſters name to't, ſpeak, unriddle ? 

Mrs. Pin. Yes indeed Budd. 

Mr. Pin. But why her name to't ſpeak —— ſpeak I ſay? 

Mrs.Pin. Ay but yowl tell her then agatn, if you wou'd not 
tell her again, 

Mr. Pin, I will not, I am ſtunn'd, my head turns round, 
ſpeak. 

Mrs. Pin, Wort you tell her indeed, and indeed. 

Mr. Pin. No,ſpeak | ſay. 

Mrs. Pin.She'l be angry with me,but I had rather ſhe ſhould 
be angry with methan you Budd 3 and to tell youthe truth, 
'twas the made me write the Letter, and taught me what I 
ſhould write. 

Mr. Pin. Ha. I thought the ſtile was ſomewhat -bet- 
ter than her own, but how cou'd ſhe come to you to teach 
you, ſince I had lock'd you up alone. 

Mrs. Pin. Othrough the key hole Budd. 

Mr. Pin. But why ſhould (he make you write a Letter for 
her to him, ſince ſhe can write her ſelf? 

Mis. Pin. Why ſhe ſaid becauſe 
todo it. 

Mr. Pin. Becauſe what - becauſe. 

Mrs. Pin. Becauſe leſt Mr. Horner ſhould be cruel, and re- 
fuſe her, or vaine afterwards,and ſhew the Letter, ſhe might 
diſown 1t, the hand not being hers. 

Mr. Pin. How's this ? ha then I think I ſhall come to 
my ſelf again This changeling cou'd not invent this 
lye, butt (he cou'd, why ſhould (he? ſhe might think I ſhould 
ſoon dilcover.it {tay now [ thiok on't too, Hor- 
ner (aid he was ſorry the had married Sparkiſh, and her dif- 
owning her marriage to me, makes me think ſhe has eva- 
ded it, for Eo-ner's ſake, yet why ſhould ſhe take this 
courle, but men 1n love are fools, women may well be 
{o. [ Aſtde. 
But hark you Madam, your Siſter went out in the morning, 
and l| have not ſcen her within lince. 


for I was unwilling 


Alrs. Pin, 
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Mrs. Pin. Alack a day ſhe has been crying all day above 
it ſeems in a corner, 

Mr. Pin, Where 1s ſhe, let me ſpeak with her. 

Mrs. Piz. O Lord then he'l diſcover all [ Afde. 
Pray hold Budd, whatd'y mean to diſcover me, ſhell know 
I have told you then, pray Budd let me talk with her 
firſt 

Mr. Pin. | muſt ſpeak with her to know whether Horner 
ever made her any promiſe; and whether ſhe be married to 
>| 6 Sparkiſh or no. 

Mrs. Pin, Pray dear Budd don't,tillI have ſpoken with her 
and told her that I have told you all, for (he'll kill me 
elſe. 

Mr. Pin. Go then and bid her come out to me. 

Mrs. Pin. Yes, yes Budd —— 

Mr. Pin. Let me ſee 

Mrs. Pin. le go, but ſhe is not within to come to him, I 
have jult got time to know of Lucy her Maid, who firſt ſet 
me on work, what lye ſhall tell next, for I am ene at my 
wits end [Exit Mrs. Pinchwife. 

Mr. Pin, Well I reſolve it, Horner ſhall have her, Fd rather 
give him my Siſter than lend him my Wife, and ſuch an alli- 
* ance will prevent his pretenſions to my Wite ſure, Ie 

make him of kinnto her, and then he won't care for her, 
[ Mrs. Pin. returns. 
Mrs. Pin. OLord BuddI told you what anger you would 
make me with my Siſter. 
Mr. Pin. Wort ſhe come hither ? 
Mrs. Pin. Nono, alack a day,ſhe's aſham'd to look you in 
the face, = ſhe ſays if you goin to her,ſhe'l run away down 
ſtairs,? and ſhamefully go her ſelfto Mr. Horner, who has pro» 
mis'd her marriage ſhe ſays, and ſhe will have no other, {o 
ſhe won't 
Mr. Pin. Did he fo 


i 


then 


promiſe her marriage 


ſhe (hall have no other, go tell her ſo, and if ſhe will come 
and diſcourſe with me a little concerning the means, I will a- 
[ Exit Mrs, Pin, 

His 


bout it immediately, go 
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His eſtate is equal toSparkiſ's,and his extraftion as much bet- 


ter than his, as his parts are, but my chief reaſon is, Pd rather 
beof kin to him by the name of Brather-in-law, than that of 


'-Cuckold 
| Well what ſays ſhe now 2 [Enter Mrs. Pin. 

Mrs. Pin. Why ſhe ſays ſhe would only have you lead her 
to Horners lodging — with whom (ſhe firſt will diſcourſe the 
matter before ſhe talk with you, which yet ſhe cannot doe 
for alack poor creature, ſhe ſays ſhe can't ſo much as look you 
in the face, therefore ſhe'l come to you ina mask, and you 
muſt excuſe her if ſhe make you no anſwer to any queſtion 
of yours, till you have brought her to Mr. Horner, and if you 
will not chide her, nor queſtion her, ſhe'l come out to you 
immediately. 

Mr. Pin. Let her come I will not ſpeak a word to her, nor 
require a word from her, 

Mrs. Pin. Oh I forgot, beſides ſhe ſays, ſhe cannot Took you 
in the face, though through a mask, therefore wou'd defire 
you to put out the Candle. 

Afr. Pin, I agree to all, let her make | Exit Mrs,Pin, puts 
haſte there 'tis out My caſe | ont the Candle. 
is ſomething better, I'd rather fight with Horner for not Iy- 
ing with my Siſter, than for lying with my Wite, and of the 
twol had rather find my Siſter too forward than my Wife ; 
F expefted no other from her free education, as ſhe calls it, 
and her paſſion for the Town well Wife and 
Siſter are names which make us expect Love and duty, plea- 
ſure and comfort, but we find *'em plagues and torments,and 
are equally, though differently troubleſome to their keeper ; 
for we have as much a doe to get people to lye with 
our Siſters, as to keep 'emfrom lying with our Wives. 

Enter Mrs. Pinchwife Marked, and in Hoods and 
Scarves, and a night Gown and Petticoat of Ali» 
|; theas in the dark. 
What are you come Silter? let us go then —— but firſt let 
melockup my Wife, Mrs. Margery where are you ? 
M75. Pin. Here Budd. 


Hr. Pin. 
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Mr. Pin. Come hither, that I may lock you up, | Locks the 
get you in, Come Siſter where are you now ? or. 

Mrs. Pin. gives him her hand, but when be lets her go, ſbe fleals 
oftly on t'other ſide of hims, and is lead away by him for bis Si» 
fter Alithea. 
The Scene changes to Horners Lodging. 

Bnuack, Horner, 

Dnack, What all alone, not ſo much as one of your 
Cuckolds here, nor one of their Wives! they uſe to take 
their turns with you, as if they were to watch you. 

Hor. Yes it often happens, that a Cuckold is but his Wifes 
ſpye, and is more upon family duty, when he is with her gal- 
lant abroad hindring his pleaſure, than when he is at home 
with her playing the Gallant, but the hardeſt duty a marri- 
ed woman impoſes upon a lover is, keeping her husband com- 
pany always. 

2xack, Aud his fondneſs wearies you almoſt as ſoon as 
hers. 

Hor. A Pox, keeping a Cuckold company after you have 
had his Wife, is as tireſome as the company of a Country 
Squire to a witty fellow of the Town, when he has got all his 
Mony, 

—_ And as at firſt a man makes a friend of the Huſband 
to get the Wife, ſoat laſt you are faine to fall out with the 
Wife to be rid of the Husband, _ 

Hor. Ay,moſt Cackold-makers are true Courtiers, when 
once a poor man has crack d his credit for *em, they can't a- 
bide to come neer him, 

Snack, But at firſt to draw him in are fo ſweet, fo kind, ſo 
dear, juſt as you are to Pinchwife, but what becomes of that 
iatrigue with his Wife? 

Hor. A Pox he's as ſurly as an Alderman that has been bit, 
and fince he's ſo coy, his Wife's kindneſs is in vain, for (he's a 
filly innocent. 

2nack, Did ſhe not ſend you a Letter by him ? 

Hor* Yes, but that's a riddle I have not yet folv'd al» 
low the poor creature to be willing, (he 18 filly too, and he 

M 2 keeps 
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keeps her up ſo cloſe | 

39 wack. Yes, ſo cloſe that he makes her but the more wil- 
ling, and adds but revenge to her love, which two when 
met ſcldome faile of ſatisfying each other one way or  0- 
ther. 

Hor. What here's the man we are talking of I think, 

Enter Mr. Pinchwife leading in his. Wife Masqued, Muffled, 
and in her Siſters Gown. 

Hor. Pſhaw. 

24ack, Bringing his Wife to you is the next thing to bring- 
ing a Love Letter from her. . 

Hor. VVhat means this ? 

Mr. Pin. The laſt time you know Sir I brought you a love 
Letter, now you ſee a Miltreſs, I think you'l ſay I am a civil 
man to you. 

Hor, Ay the Devil take me will I ſay thou art the civilleſt 
manl ever met with, and I have known fome; [ fancy, I un- 
derſtand thee now, better than I did the Letter, but hark 
thee in thy eare —— 

Ar. Pin, V V hat ? 

Hor. Nothing but the uſual queſtion man, is ſhe ſound on 
thy word? 

Mr. Pin, VVhat you take her for a VVench and me for 
a Pimp? 

Hor, Pſhaw, wench and Pimp, paw words, I know thou 
art an honeſt fellow, and haſt a great acquaintance among 
the Ladies,and perhaps haſt made love for me rather than let 
me make love to thy VVite 

Mr. Pin. Come Sir, in ſhort, I am for no fooling. 

Hor. Nor [ neither, therefore prythee let's ſee her face 
preſently, make her ſhow man, art thou ſure I don't know 
her £ | 

Mr. Pin, Tam ſure you doe know her. 

Hor. A Pox why dot thou bring her to me then 2? 

Mr. Pin. Becauſe ſhe's a Relation of mine. 

Hor. Is ſhe faith man, then thou art ſtill more civil and ob- 


liging,dear Rogue. 


Mr, Pin, 


The Country-IV ife. 8 
Mr. Pin. VVho defir'd meto bring her to you. 
Hoy. Then ſhe is obliging,dear Rogue. 
Mr. Pin. You'l make her welcome for my ſake I hope. 
Hor, T hope ſhe is handſome enough to make her ſelf well- 
come prythee let her unmask, 
R Mr. Pix, Doe you ſpeak to her, ſhe wou'd never be rul'd 
me, 
? Hor. Madam [ Mrs. Pin. whiſpers to Hor, 
She ſays ſhe muſt ſpeak with me in private, withdraw pry- 
thee. : ; 
Mr. Pin. She's unwilling it ſeemsI ſhow'd know all her unde- 
cent condud in this buſineſs _—— [ Aſide. 
VVell thenlle leave you together, and hope when I am 
gone you'l agree, if not you and [ ſhan't agree Sir. _— 
Hor, VVhat means the Fool ? if ſhe and Iagree 'tis 
no matter what you and I do. 
[whiſpers to Mrs Pin, who makes ſigns with her hand for him 
to be gone. | 
Mr. Pix. In the mean time Ile fetch a Parſon, and find out 
Sporkiſh and diſabuſe him. 
You wou'd have me fetch a Parſon, would you not, well then 
NowlI think I am rid of her, and ſhall Jhave no more 
trouble with her —— Our Siſters and Daughters like Utu- 
rers money, are ſafeſt, when put out; but our Wites, like their 


writings, never ſafe, but in our Cloſets under Lock and Key, 
[ Exit Mr.Pimn. 


Enter Boy. 

Boy. Sir Faſpar Fidget Sir is coming up. 

Hor. Here's the trouble of a Cuckold, now we are talking 
of, a pox on him, has he not enough to doe to hinder his 
Wifes ſport, but he muſt other women's too. Step in 
here Madam, [ Exit Mrs. Pin, 

Enter Sir Jaſpar. 

Sir Jaſ. My beſt and deareſt Friend, 

Hor, The old (tile Do&or 
Well be ſhort, for I am buſie, what would your impertinent 
Wite have now ? 


Sir 


_ well 
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Sir Jaſ. Well guef&'d y* faith, for I do come from-her. 
Hor. To invite me to ſupper, tell her I can't come, 8 


O. 

Sir Jaſ: Nay, now you are out faith, for my Lady and 
the-whole knot of the virtuous gang, as they call themfaives, 
arereſolv'd upon a frolick of coming to you to night in a 
Maſquerade, and are all dreſt already. 

Hor. I ſhaw't be at home. 

Sir Jaſ. Lord how churliſh he is to women —— nay pry- 
thee don't diſappoint *em, they'l think 'tis my fault, prythee 
don'e, I'le ſend in the Banquet and the Fiddles, but make no 
noiſe owt, for the poor virtuous Rogues would not have it 
known for the world, that they go a Maſqueradiog, and they 
would come to no mans Ball, but yours, 

Hor, Well, well —— get you gone, and tell 'em if they 
come, 'twill be at the peril of their honour and yours, 

Sir Jaſ. Heh, he, he — we'l truſt you for that, fare- 
[Exit Sir Jaſpar. 

Hor. Doctor anon you too ſhall be my gueſt. 
But now I'm going to a private fealt. 
The Scene changes to the Piazza of Covent Garden. 
Sparkiſh, Pinchwife. 

Spar, But who would have thought a | Spar. with the Let- 
woman could have been falſe to me, by | ter ix his hand. 
the world, could not have thought it. 

Ar. Pin. You were for giving and taking liberty, ſhe has 
taken it only Sir, now you find in that Letter, you are a 
frank perſon, and ſo is the you ſee there. 

Spar. Nay if this be her hand for I never ſaw it, 

Mr. Pin. 'Tis no matter whether that be her hand or no, 
I am ſure this hand at her deſire lead her to Mr. Horner, with 
whom T left her juſt now, to go fetch a Parſon to * em at their 
defire too, to deprive you of her for ever, for it ſeems yours 
was but a mock marriage. 

Spar. Indeed ſhe wou'd needs have it that *twas Harcourt 
himſelf in a Parſons habit, that married us, but I'm ſure he 
told me *twas his Brother Ned. 

Mr. Pin, O there 'tis out and you were deceiv'd not ſhe, 

for 
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for you are ſuch a frank perſon but I muſt be gone — 
you'l find her at Mr. Horners, goe and believe your eyes. 

[ Exit Mr. Pin. 

Spar. Nay Ile to her, and call her as many Crocodiles, 

Syrens, Harpies, and other heatheniſh names, as a Poet would 

do a Miſtreſs, who had refus'd to heare his ſuit, nay more his 
Verſes on her. 

But (tay, is not that ſhe following a Torch 'at other end of 
the Piazza, and from Horners certainly 'tis {o 
Enter Alithea following a Torch, and Lucy behind, 

You are well met Madam though you don't think ſo 3 what 
you have made a (ſhort viſit to Mr. Horner, but I ſuppole you'l 
return to him preſently, by that time the Parſon can be with 

him. 

Ali, Mr. Horner, and the Parſon Sir « 

Spar. Come Madam no more difſcmbling, no more jilting 
for I am no more a frank perfon. 

Alith. How's this. 

Lucy. So'twill work I fee—— [Afide. 

Spar. Cou'd you find out no ea(ie Country Fool toabule ? 
none but me, a Gentleman of wit and pleaſure about the 
Town, but it was your pride to be too hard for a man of 
parts, unworthy falſe woman, falſe as a friend that lends a 
man mony toloſe, falſe as dice, who undoe thoſe that truſt 
all they have to *em. 

Lucy. He has been a great bubble by his fimiles as they 
lay [ Afede, 

Ali. You have been too merry Sir at your wedding din- 
ner ſure, 

Spar What d'y mock me too ? 

Ali. Or you have been deluded. 

Spar. By you. 

Ali, Let me underſtand you. + 

Spar. Have you the confidence, I ſhould call it ſomething 
elſe, fince you know your guilt, to ſtand my jult reproaches? 
you did not write an impudent Letter to Mr. Horner, who I 
find now has club'd with. you in deluding me with his _ 

on: 
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ſion for women, that I might not forſooth ſuſpet him for my 
Rival. 


Lucy. D'y think the Gentleman can be jealous now Ma- 
dam —— | [Afde. 

Ali, I write a Letter to Mr. Horner | 

Spar. Nay Madam, do notdeny it, your Brother ſhew'd 
it me juſt now, and told me likewiſe he left you at Hormners 
lodging to fetch a Parſon to marry you to him, and I wiſh 
you joy Madam, joy, joy, and to him too much joy, and to 
my ſelf more joy for not marrying you. 

Ali. Sol tad my Brother would break off the match, and I 
can conſent to't, ſiace I ſee this Gentleman can be made 
jealous, | [Aſede, 
O Lucy, by his rude uſage and jealoufie, he makes me almoſt 
afraid I am married to him, art thou ſure *twas Harcoxrt hime 
ſelfand no Parſon that married us. 

Spar. No Madam [ thank you, I ſuppoſe that was a con- 
trivance too of Mr. Horzers and yours, to make Harcourt 
play the Parſon, but I would as little as you have him one 
now, no not for the world, for ſhall I tell you another truth, 
I never had any paſſion for you, *till now,for now I hate you, 
*tis true I might have married your portion, as other men of 
parts of the Town do ſometimes, and ſo your Servant, and to 
{hew my unconcernedneſs, I']e come to your wedding, and 
re{ign you with as much joy as would a ftale wench to a 
new Cully, nay with as much joy as I would after the firſt 


night, if | had been married to you, there's for you, and ſo 
your Servant, Servant. [ Exit Spar. 

Ali, How was I decciv'd in a man ! 

Lucy. You'l believe then a fool may be made jealous now? 
for that ealineſs in him that ſuffers him to be led by a Wife, 
will likewiſe permit him to be perſwaded againſt her by 
others, 

Ali. But marry Mr. Horner, my brother does not intend it 
ſure ; ifI thought he did, I would take thy advice, and Mr. 
Harcourt for my Husband, and now I wiſh, that if there be a- 
ny over-wiſe woman of the Town, who like me would marry 


a 
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a fool, for fortune, liberty, or title, firſt that her huſband may 
love Play, and be a Cully to all the Town, but her, and ſuffer 
none but fortune to be miſtreſs of his purſe, then if for li- 
berty, that he may fend herinto the Country under the con- 
duct of ſome houlewifely mother-in law; and if for title, may 
the world give 'em none but that of Cuckold. 

Lncy. And for her greater curſe Madam, may he not de- 
ſerve 1t. 

Ali. Away impertinent 


ts not this my old Lady Lan- 


terlus ? 
Lucy. Yes Madam. ſand here I hope we ſhall find Mr. 
Harcourt [ Aſide. 


[Exennt Ali, Lucy. 
The Scene changes again to Horner's Lodging. 
Horner, Lady Fidget, Mrs. Daynty Fidget, Mrs, Squeamiſh, 
a Table, Banquet, and Bottles. 

Hor. A Pox they are come too ſoon before I have 
ſent back my new Miſtreſs, all I have now to do, is to 
lock her in, that they may not ſee her [ Aſide. 

La. Fid. That we may beſure of our wellcome, we have 
brought our entertainment with us, and are reſolv'd to treat 
thee, dear Toad. 

Dayn, And that we may be merry to purpoſe, have left Sir 
Jaſpar and my old Lady Squeamiſh quarrelling at home at Bag- 
gammon. 

Squcam. Therefore let us make uſe of our time, leſt they 
ſhould chance to interrupt us. 

La. Fid. Let us (it then. 

Hor. Firſt that you may be private, let me lock this door, 
and that, and I'le wait upon you preſently, 

La. Fid. No Sir, ſhut 'em only and your lips for ever, for we 
muſt truſt you as much as our women, 

Hor. You know all vanity's kilPd in me, I have no occa- 
ſion for talking. 

La. Fid. Now Ladies, ſuppoling we had drank each of us 
our.two Battles, let us ſpeak the truth of our hearts, 


N : Dayn, 
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Day. and Squeam. Agreed. 
La. Fid. By this brimmer, for truth 13 no where elſe to be 


found, [Not in thy heart falſe man. [ Aſide to Hor. 
Hor. You have found me a true man I'm | | Aſide to Lady 
ſure. Fid. 
La. Fid. Not every Way ——— [ 4ſide to Hor. 


But let us ſit and be merry. 


Lady Fidget ſings. 


I, 
Why ſhould our damn'd Tyrants oblige us to live, 
Or the pittance of Pleaſure which they only give. 
We muſt not rejoyce, 
With Wine and with noiſe. 
Tn vaine we muſt wake in a dull bed alone. 
IWhilſt to our warm Rival the Bottle, they're gone. 
Then lay aſide charms, 


And take up theſe arms * * The Glaſles. 


| 2, 
'Tis Wine only gives *em their Courage and Wit, 
Becauſe we live ſober to men we ſubmit. 

Tf for Beauties yowd paſs. 

Take a lick of the Glaſs, 

'Twill mend your complexions, and when they are gone, 
The beſt red we have is the red of the Grape. 

Then Siſters lay't on. 

And dam a good ſhape. 


Dayn, Dear Brimmer, well in token of our openneſs and 
plain dealing, let us throw our Maſques over our heads. 

Hor. $o'twill come to the Glaſſes anon. 

Squeam. Lovely Brimmer, let me enjoy him firſt, 

La, Fid. No, I never part with a Gallant, till Þve try'd 
him. Dear Brimmer that mak'ſt our Huſbands ſhort 
hghted, 


Dayn, 


__ 
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Dayn. And our baſhful gallants bold. 

Squearm.And for want of a Gallant, theButler lovely in our 
eyes, drink Eunuch, 

La. Fid: Drink thou repreſentative of a Husband, damn a 
Husband. 

Dayn. And as it were a Husband, an old keeper. ” 

Squearm, And an old Grandmother. 

Hor. And an Engliſh Bawd, and a French Chirurgion: 

La. Fid, Ay we have all reaſon to curſe 'em. 

Hoy, For my ſake Ladies. 

La. Fid. No, for our own, for the firſt ſpoils all young gal- 
lants induſtry. | 

Day. And the others art makes *em bold only with com- 
mon women, 

Squeam. And rather run the hazard of the vile diſtem- 
peramonglt them, than of a denial amongſt us. 

Dayn. The filthy Toads chuſe Miſtretles now, as they do 
Stuffs, for having been fancy'd and worn by others. 

Squearr, For being common and cheap. 

La. Lid, Whilſt women of quality, like the richeſt Stuffs, 
lye untumbled, and unask'd for. 

Hor. Ay neat, and cheap, and new often they think 
belt, 

Dayn. No Sir, the Beaſts will be known by a Miſtriſs Ion- 
ger than by a ſuit. 

S$queam, And 'tis not for cheapnels neither. 

La. Fil. No, for the vain fopps will take up Druggets, 
and embroider 'em,but I wonder at the depraved appetites of 
witty men, they uſe to be out of the common road, and hate 
imitation, pray tell me beaſt, when you were a man,why you 
rather choſe to club with a multitude in a common houſe, 
for an entertainment, than to be the only gueſt at a good 
Table. 

Hor, Why faith ceremony and expectation are unſuffera- 
ble to thoſe that are ſharp bent, people always eat with the 
beſt ſtomach at an ordinary, where every man is [natching for 


the beſt bit. 
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La. Fid, Though he-get a cut over the fingers but I 
have heard people eat moſt heartily of another man's meat, 
that is, what they do not pay for. 

Hor, When they are ſure of their wellcome and freedome, 
for ceremony inlove and eating, is as ridiculous as in bght- 
ing, falling on briskly 1s all ſhould be done 1n thoſe oc- 
caſions. 

La. Fid. Well then let me. tell you Sir, there is no where 
more freedome than in our houfes.and we take freedom from 
a young perſon as a ſign of good breeding, and a perſor- may 
be as free as he pleaſes with us, as frolick, as gameſome, as 
wild as he will. 

Hor. Han't I heard you all declaim againſt wild men, 

La. Fid. Yes, but for all that, we think wildnels in a man, 
as defireable a quality, as in a Quck, or Rabbet; a tame man, 
foh. 

Hor, I know not, but-your Reputations frightned me, as 
much as your Faces invited me. 

La. Fid., Our Reputation, Lord ! Why ſhould you not 
think, that we women make uſe of our Reputation, as you 
men of yours, only to deceive the world with leſs ſuſpicion 
our virtue is like the State-man's Religion, the Quakers 
Word, the Gameſters Oath, and the Great Man's Honour, but 
to cheat thoſe that truſt us, 

Squeam, And that Demureneſs, Coyneſs, and Modeſty, 
that you ſcein our Faces in the Boxes at Plays, is as much a 
ſign of a kind woman, asa Vizard-mask in the Pit. 

Dayn. For l ature you, women are lealt mask'd, when they 
have the Velvet Vizard on. 

Ls. Fid. You wou'd have found us modeſt women in our 
denyals only. 

Squeam. Our baſhfulneſs is only the reflection. of the 
Men's. 

Dajz.. We bluſh, when they are ſhame-fac'd. 

Hor. I beg your pardon Ladies, I was deceiv'din you de« 
viliſhly, but why, that mighty pretence to Honour ? 

Ls. Fid, We have told you; but ſometimes *twas for the 

ſame 
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ſame reaſon you men pretend buſineſs often, to avoid ill com- 
pany, to enjoy the better, and more privately thoſe you. 


love. 
Hor, But why, wou'd you ne er give a Friend a wink 


then ? 

La. Fid. Faith, your Reputation frightned us as much, as 
ours did you, you were ſo notoriouſly lewd. 

Hor. And you ſo ſeemingly honeſt; 

La. Fid. Was that all that deterr'd you ? 

Hor. And ſo expenſive you allow freedom you ſay. 

La. Fid. Ay, ay. 

Hor. . ThatI was afraid of loſing my little money, as well as 
my little time, both which my other pleaſures required. 

La. Fid. Money, foh —you talk like a little fellow now, 
doſuch'as we expett money ? 

Hor. I beg your pardon, Madam, I muſtconfeſs, I have 
heard that great Ladies, like great Merchants, ſet but the 
higher prizes upon what they have, becauſe they are not ins 
neceſſity of taking the firſt offer. | 

Dayn. Such as we, make ſale of our hearts? 

Squeamm. We brib'd for our Love ? Foh. 

Hor. With your pardon, Ladies, I know, like greeat men 
in Offices, you ſeem to exact flattery and attendance on!y 
from your Followers, but you have receivers about you, and 
ſuch fees to pay, fa man is afraid to paſs your Grants; beſides 
we mult let you win at Cards, or we loſe your heartsz and 
if-you make an aſhignation, 'tis at a Goldſmiths, Jewellers, 
or China houſe, where for your Honour, you depolit to him, 
he muſt pawn his, to the punctual Citt, and ſo paying for 
what you take up, pays for what he takes up. 

Dayn. Wou'd you not have us atlur'd of our Gallants 


Love? 
Squeam. For Love is better known by Libcrality, than 


by Jealouſte.. 

La, Fid. For one may be diſſembled, the other not—but 
my Jealouſie can be no longer diflembled, and they are tel- 
ling-ripe : ( Aſide. 
Come -.. 
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Come here's to our Gallants in waiting, whom we muſt name, 
and I'll begin, this is my falſe Rogue, | Claps him on the 


} back. 
Squeam. How ! 
Hor. So all will out now 
Squeam. Did you not tell me, 'twas for my ſake only, you 


reported your ſelf no man ? [ 4ſide to Horner. 
Dayn. Oh Wretch! did you not ſwear to me, 'twas for my 


Love, and Honour, you paſs'd for that thing you } Aſide to 
do ? ns Horner. 


Hor. So, ſo. 

La. Fid. Come, ſpeak Ladies, this is my falſe Villain. 

Squeam. And mine too. 

Dayn. And mine. 

Horn. Well then, you are all three my falſe Rogues too, 
and there's an end on't. 

La. Fid. Well then, there's no remedy, Siſter Sharers, let 
us not fall out, but have a care of our Honour 3 though we 
get no Preſents, no Jewels of him, we are ſavers of our Ho- 
nour, the ;Jewel of molt value and uſe, which ſhines yet to 
the world unſuſpefed, though it be counterfeit, 

Hor. Nay, and is &'en as good, as if it were true, pro- 
vided the world think fo; for Honour, like Beauty now, 
only depends on the opinion of others. 

La. Fid. Well Harry Common, I hope you can be true to 
three, (wear, but 'tis na purpoſe, to require your Oath; 
for you are as often forſworn, as you (wear to new women. 

Hor. Come, faith Madam, Jet us een pardon one another, 
for all the difference I find betwixt we men, and you wo- 
men, we forſwear our ſelves at the beginning of an Amour, 
you, as long as it Jaſts. 

Enter Sir Jaſpar Fidget, and old Lady Squeamilh. 

Sir Jaſ. Oh my Lady Fidget, was this your cunning, to 
come to Mr. Horner without me; but you have been no 
where elſe I hope. 

L 2. Fid. No, Sir Jaſpar. 

Old La. Squeam. And you came ſtraight hither Biddy. 

SHEAR, 
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Squeam, Yes indeed, Lady Grandmother. 

Sir Jaſ. *Tis well, *tis well, I knew when once they were 
throughly acquainted with poor Horner, they'd ne*er be from 
him ; you may let her maſquerade it with my Wife, and Hor- 
er, and I warrant her Reputation ſafe. 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. O Sir, here's the Gentleman come, whom you bid 
me not ſuffer to come up, without giving you notice, with a 
Lady too, and other Gentlemen 

Hor. Do you all goin there, whil't I ſend 'em away, and 
Boy, do you deſire *em toſtay below *tilI come, which hal! 


be immediately. | Exennt Sir Jaſpar, Lad. Squeam. Lad, 
Fidget, 445tris Dainty, Squeamiſh. 
Boy. Yes Sir. [ Exit. 


Exit Horner at tother door, and returns with 
Miitris Pinchwite. 

Hor. You wou'd not take my advice to be gone home, 
before your Husband came back, he'll now diſcover all, yet 
pray my Deareſt be perſlwaded to go home, and leave the 
reſt to my management, Þl] let you down the back way. 

Mrs. Pin, I don't know theway home, ſo I don't. 

Hor, My man ſhall wait upon you. 

Mrs. Pin. No, don't you believe, that I'll goat all; what 
are you weary of me already ? 

Hor. No my life, *tis that I may love you long, 'tis to ſe- 
cure my love, and your Reputation with your Husband, 
he'll never receive you again elſe. 

Mrs. Pin. What care I, d'ye think to frighten me with 
that? I don't intend togo to him again; you ſhall be my 
Huſband now. 

Hor, I cannot be your Huſband, Deareſt, fince ycu are 
married to him. 

Mrs. Pin. O wou'd you make me bclieve that don't I 
ſee every day at London here; women leave their firſt Hus- 
bands, and go, and live with other men as their Wives, piſh, 
pſhaiv, you'd make me angry, but that F love you fo main- 


ly, 
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Hor. So, they are coming up In again, | Exit Miftris 
in, I hear 'em:; Pinchwife. 
Well, a filly Miftriſs, is like a weak place, ſoon got, ſoon loſt, 
a man has ſcarce time for plunder; (he betrays her Huſband, 
firſt to her Gallant, and then her Gallant, to her Huſband. 

Enter Pinchwife, Alithea, Harcourt, Sparkiſh, 
Lucy, and a Parſon. | 

Mr, Pin. Come Madam, 'tis not the ſudden change of your 
dreſs, the confidence of your aſleverations, and your falſe 
witneſs there, ſhall perſwade me, I did not bring you hither, 
juſt now 3 here's my witneſs, who cannot deny it, fince you 
muſt be confronted Mr, Horner, did not I bring this La- 
dy to you juſt now ? 

Hor. Now muſt I wrong one woman for anothers ſake, but 
that's no new thing with me; for in theſe caſes I am till on 
the criminal's fide, againſt the innocent. [ 4ſede. 

Alith, Pray, ſpeak Sir. 

Hor. It mult be fo I muſt be-impudent, and try my 
luck, impudence uſes tobe too hard for truth. [ Aſide. 

Mr. Pin. What, you are ſtudying an evaſion, or excuſe for 
her, ſpeak Sir. 

Hor. No faith, I am ſomething backward only, to ſpeak 
12 womens affairs or diſputes. 

Mr. Pin. She bids you ſpeak. 

Alith. Ay, pray Sir do, pray ſatisfie him, 

Hor, Then truly, you did bring that Lady to me juſt now, 

Mr. Pin. O ho 

Alith. How Sir 

Har. How, Horner / 

Alith. What mean you Sir, I always took you for a man of 
Honour ? 

Hor. Ay, ſo much a man of Honour, that I muſt ſave my 
Miſtriſs, I thank you, come what will on't. [ Aſide. 

Spar. So if I had had her, ſhe'd have made me believe, the 
Moon had been made of a Chriſtmas pye. 


Lucy. Now cou'd I ſpeak, if I durlt, and 'ſolve the Riddle, 
who am the Author of it. [ Aſide. 


Alith. 
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Alith; O uufortunate Woman ! a combination againſt my 
Honour, which moſt concerns me now, becauſe you ſhare in 
my diſgrace, Sir, and it is your cenſure which I muſt now ſuf- 
fer, that troubles me, not theirs. 

Har. Madam, then have no trouble, you ſhall now ſee *tis 

ſfible for me to love too, without being jealous, Iwill not 
only believe your innocence my ſelf, but-make all the world 
believe it 
Horner I muſt now be concern'd for this Ladies | Apart to 
Honour. Horner, 

Hor. And I muſt be concern'd for a Ladies Honour too. 

Har. This Lady has her Honour, and I will prote& it. 

Hor. My Lady has not her Honour, but has given it me to 
keep, and I will preſerve it; 

Har, I underſtand younot 

Hor, TI wou'd not have you.. 

Mrs. Pin, What's the matter with *em all, 

[ Miſtref Pinchwife peeping in behind. . 

Mr. Pin. Come, come, Mr. Horner, no more diſputing, 
here's the Parſon, I brought him not 1 vain. 

Hor. No Sir, I'll employ him, if this Lady pleaſe. . 

Mr. Pin. How, what d'ye mean ? 

Spark. Ay, what does he mean ? 

Hor. Why, I have reſigg'd your Siſter to him, he has my - 
conſent. , 

Mr. Pin. But he has not mine Sir, a womans injur'd Ho- 
nour, no more than a man's, can.be repair'd or-ſatisfied by a+ 
ny, but him that firſt wrong'd itz and you ſhall marry her. 
preſently, or [ Lays bis hand on his Sword. 

Enter to them Miſtreſs Pinchwite,., 

Miitriſs Rin. O Lord, they'll kill poor Mr. Horner, . beſides 
he ſhan't marry her, whileſt Iſtand by, and look on, I'll noe + 
loſe my ſecond Huſband fo. 

Mr.Pin. What do I ſee ? - 

Alith. My Siſter in my cloaths.! 

Spark, Ha | 

Atrs. Pin. Nay, pray-now don't quarrel about findiog work : 

Q:+ | far 
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for the Parſon, he ſhall marry me to Mr, Horner; for now 
believe, you have enough of me. [ To Ar. Pinchwife. 

Hor. Damn'd, damn'd loving Changeling, 

Mrs. Pin. Pray Siſter, pardon me for telling ſo many lyes 

of you. 

Har. I ſuppoſe the Riddle is plain now. 

Lucy. No, that muſt be my work, good Sir, hear me. 
Kneels to Mr. Pinchwife, who ſtands doggedly, 
with his hat over his eyes. 

Mr. Piz. I will never hear woman again, but make *em all 

filent, thus [_ Offers to draw upon his Wife. 

Hor. No, that muſt not be. | 

Mr. Pin, You then ſhall go firſt, *tis all one to me. 

| Offers to draw on Hor. 
opt by Harcourt, 


Har, Hold 
Enter Sir Jaſpar Fidget, Lady Fidget, Lady Squeamiſh, 
Mrs. Dainty Fidget, Ars. Squeamiſh, 

Sir Jaſ. What's the matter, what's the matter, pray what's 
the matter Sir, I beſeech you communicate Sir. 

Mr. Pin. Why my Wife has communicated Sir, as your 
'Wife may have done too Sir, if ſhe knows him Sir 

Sir Jaſ. Pſhaw, with him, ha, ha, he. 

Mr. Pin, D'ye mock me Sir, a Cuckold is a kind of a wild 
Beaſt, have a care Sir 

Sir Jaſ. No ſure, you mock me Sir he cuckold you! 
it can't be, ha, ha, he, why, I'll tell you Sir. | Offers to whiſ- 

er 


PPs 

Mr. Pin. T tell you again, he has whord my Wife, and 
yours too, if he knows her, and all the women he comes 
near 3 'tis not his -didembling, his hypocriſie can wheedle 
me. 
Sir Faſ. How does he diſſemble, 18 he a Hypocrite? nay 
then how Wife Siſter 1s he an Hypocrite ? 

Old La. Squeam. An Hypocrite, a diſſembler, ſpeak young 
'Harlotry, ſpeak how ? 


Sir Jaſ. Nay then—.O my head too O thou libi- 
nous Lady! Old 
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01d La. Squearr. O thou Harloting, Harlotry, haſt thou 


dowt then? 
Sir Jaſ. Speak good Horner, art thou a dillembler, 4 Rogue > 


haſt thou ——— 


Hor. Soh 

Lucy. Vil fetch you off, and her too, if ſhe will but hold 
her tongue. [ Apart to Hor. 

Hor, Canſt thou ? Ill give thee——. L Apart to Luc. 


Lucy to Mr. Pin, Pray have but patience to hear me Sir, 
who am the unfortunate cauſe of all this confuſion, your Wife 
is innocent, I only culpablez for put her upon telling you 
all theſe lyes, concerning my Miltreſs, in order to the break- 
ing off the match, between Mr. Sparkiſþ and her, to make 


way for Mr. Harcourt, 
Spark, Did you lo eternal Rotten-tooth, then it ſeems my 


Miſtreſs was not falſe to me, I was only deceiv'd by you, bro- 


ther that ſhou'd have been, now man of conduct, who is a 
frank perſon now, to bring your. Wite to her Lover 


Lucy. I aſſure you Str, ſhe came not to Mr, Horzer out of 
love, for ſhe loves him no more 

Mrs. Pin. Hold, I told lyes for you, but you ſhall tell none 
for me, for I do love Mr. Horner with all my ſoul, and no 
body ſhall ſay me nay 3 pray don't you go to make poor Mr. 
Horner believe to the contrary, 'tis ſpitefully done of you, 
I'm ſure. 

Hor. Peace, Dear Ideot. [Afede to Mrs. Pin. 

Mrs. Pin, Nay, I will not peace, 

Mr. Pin, Not 'til I make you. 

Enter Dorilant, Quack. 

Dor. Horner, your Servant, I am the DoGors Gueſt, he- 
muſt excuſe our intruſion. 

LQuack, But what's the matter Gentlemen, for. Heavens 
fake, what's the matter ? 

Hor. Oh 'tis well you are come—'tis a cenforious world 
we live 1n, you may have brought me a reprieve, or-el(e I 
had dicd for a crime, _L.acver committed, and theſe inno»- 

Q::2.. cent-- 
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cent Ladies had ſuffer'd with me, therefore pray fatisfie theſe 
worthy, honourable, jealous Gentle- [Whiſpers. 

_*men that —— 

2xack, Olunderſtand you, isthat all — Sir Jaſper, by 
heavens and upon the word of a Phyſician | Whiſpers to Sir 
'Sif, —— Jaſper. 

Sir Faſ. Nay I do believe you truly —— pardon me my 
- virtuous Lady, and dear of honour. 

Old La. $queam. What then all's right again, 

Sir Jaſ, Ay, ay, and now let us ſatis- | They whiſper with 
' fie him too. Mr. Pinch. 

Mr. Pin. AnEunuch | pray no fooling with me. 

Buack, Vle bring half the Chirurgions in Town to ſear it, 

Mr. Pin. They they'l ſweare a man that bled to 
death through his wounds died 'of an Apoplexy. 

Quack, Pray hear me Sir why all the Town has 
-heard the report of him. 

Mr. Pin. But does all the Town believe it. 

2nack, Pray inquire a little, and firſt of all theſe. 

Mr. Pin.I'm ſure when I left the Town he was the lewdeſt 
fellow in't. 

- Quack, -I tell you Sir he has been in France fince, pray ask 
-but theſe Ladies and Gentlemen, your friend Mr. Dorilart, 
Gentlemen and Ladies, han't you all heard the late ſad re- 
-port of poor Mr. Horner. 

All Lad, Ay, ay, ay. 
Dor. Why thou jealous Fool do'ſt thou doubt it, he's an 
errant French Capon, 
Mrs. Piz, *Tis falſe Sir, you (hall not diſparage poor Mr. 
Horner, for to my certain knowledge 
Lucy. O hold 
Squeam, Stop her mouth [Afrde to Lucy. 
Old La. Fid. Upon my honour Sir, 'tis as true, ['To Pinch. 
Dayn. D'y think we would have been ſeen in his com- 
PANY —— 
, Squearm, Truſt our unſpotted reputations with him / 

. 01d La,Fid, This you get, and we too, by truſting you 

ecret 
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'ſecret to a fool —— [Afide to Hor. 
Hor, Peace Madam, — we!l Door is not this a good 
deſign that carryes a man on unſuſpected, and brings him off 
ſafe, —— [ Aſide to Quack. 
Mr. Pin, Well, if this were true, but my Wife — [Aſide 
[Dorilant whiſpers with Mrs. Pinch, 

Ali, Come Brother your Wifeis yet innocent you (ee, but 
have a care of too-{trong an imagination, leaſt-like an over- 
concern'd timerous Gameſter by fancying an unlucky caſt 
it ſhould come, Women and Fortune are trueſt ſtill to thoſe 
that truſt *em. 

Lucy. And any wild thing grows but the more fierce and 
hungry for being kept up,and more dangerous to theKeeper, 

Ali. There's doctrine for all Husbands Mr. Harcoxrt. 

Har. I edifie Madam ſo much, that I am impatient till I 
am one. 

Dor. AndI edifie ſo much by example will never be one. 

Eew. And becauſe I will not diſparage my parts I'le ne're 
be one. 

Hor, And Ialaſs can't be one. 

Mr. Pin. But I muſt be one againſt my will to a 
Country- Wife, with a Country-murrain to me. 

Mrs. Pin. And I muſt be a Country Wife ſtill too I find, 
for Ican'tlike a City one, be rid of my muſty Husband and 
doe what I liſt. [ Aſide. 

Hor. Now Sir I muſt pronounce your Wife Innocent, 
though I bluſh whilſt I do it, and I am the only man by her 
now exposd to ſhame, which I will ſtraight drown in Wine, 
as you ſhall your ſuſpition, and the Ladies troubles we'l dt- 
vert with a Ballet, Doctor where are your Maskers. 

Lucy. Indeed ſhe's Innocent Sir, I am her witneſs, and her 
end of coming out was but to ſee her Siſters Wedding, and 
what ſhe has ſaid to your face of her love to Mr. Horner was 
but the uſual innocent revenge on a Husbands jealoulie, was 
it not Madam ſpeak 

Mrs. Pin. Since you'l have me tell more | Aſfde to Lucy 
lyes and Horner. 

Yes 


102: The Conntry-Wife. 
Yes indeed Budd, 


Mr. Pin, For my own ſake fain I wou'd all helieve. 
Cuckolds like Lovers ſhou'd themſelves deceive. 


But ſighs 


His honour is leaſt ſafe, (too lateI find) 
Who truſts it with a fooliſh Wife or Friend. 


A Dance of Cuckolds. 


Hor. Vain Fopps, but court, and dreſs, and keep a puther, 
To paſs for Womens men, with one another. 
But he who aimes by women to be priz'd, 
Firſt by the men you ſee mult be deſpis'd.. 


F INITS. 


EPILOGUE ſpoken by Mr. Hart: 


O're Vizard> Mark, in publick domineer, 
And what you'd doe to her if inPlace where; 

Nay have the confidence, to cry come ont, 

Tet when ſhe ſays lead on,you are not youu ; 

But to your well-dreft Brother ſtraight turn round 

And cry, Pox on her Ned, ſhe can't be ſound : 

Then ſlink away, a freſh one to ingage, o 

ary much ſeeming heat and loving Rage, c 

Tou'd frighten liſkning AGreſs on the Stage : 


Till ſhe at laſt has ſeen you huffing come, C 


Ow yon the Vigorons, who dayly here : 


And talk of keeping in the Tyreing-Room. 

Tet cannot be provok'd to lead her home : 

Next you Fallſtaffs of fifty, who beſet 

Tour Buckram Maidenheads, which your friends get ; 
And whilſt to them, you of Atchievements boaſt, 
They ſhare the booty, and laugh at your coſt, 

In fine, you Eſſens't Boyes, both Old and Toung, 
Who won'd be thought ſo eager, brick, and ſtrong, 6 
Tet do the Ladies,not their Husbands,wrong : 
Whoſe Purſes for your manhood make excuſe, 

And keep your Flanders Mares for ſhew, not uſe 3 
Encourag d by our Womans Man to day, 

A Horners part may vainly think to Play ; 

And may Intreagues ſo baſhſully diſown 

That they may doubted be by few or none, 

May kiſs the Cards at Picquet, Hombre, —— Ly, 
And ſo be thought to kiſs the Lady too 3 

But Gallants, have a care faith, what you do. 

The World, which to no man his due will give, 

You by experience know you can deceive, 

And men may ſtill believe you Vigorons, 

But then we Women, ——— there's no cous ning us. 
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